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CHAPTER ONE 


SLIDING a polish tin ahead of him, Joe Hawkins kept up a 
steady 
flow of oaths as he bent his back into making the corridor 
shine.' He'd 
long since dropped the notion of jamming the bloody polish 
into 
Johnstone's face and kicking the hell out of the screw. That 
would gain 
him nothing. It could drop him months when a parole board 
got 
around to considering him as a candidate for early release. 


What a joke that was! He'd done a fuzz. No Home 
Secretary would 
grant him a pardon. No matter how long he stayed in the 
Moor, the 
newspapers would remember and cause a stink if any 
suggestion 
reached their ears of setting Joe Hawkins free. 


The sound of heavy feet broke his reverie. 


Hazleton walked past, head elevated, eyes looking neither 
left nor 
right. 


Come on, bastard - hit a freshly polished section! 


Hope died hard. Hazleton avoided the worst areas and 
called out to 
Johnstone. 


Now what? Joe thought. 


He didn't like it when Johnstone argued, swung on his heels 
and 
almost trotted off down the corridor. He liked it less as 
Hazleton's eyes 
lit on him - and smiled coldly. 


"Freeze that, Hawkins," Hazleton shouted. 
One of these days... 


Walking towards Joe, the warder clasped hands behind his 
back and 
stood towering over the kneeling prisoner. "I don't like you, 
Hawkins," 
he said testily. "| won't tolerate your sneers. If | had my way 
...' He 
Snapped off the sentence. He'd nearly given the game away. 
It was an 
effort to contain the knowledge that McVey and Pete would 
soon be 
here to offer their apologies. He would have preferred them 
to do 
Hawkins but... 


God, what if a fight starts? 


Hazleton shivered mentally. Murray would have his skin. He 
had 
to make absolutely sure nothing was said to cause trouble. 


"Get on with it, Hawkins." He stalked off and took up a 
position 
where he could see McVey approaching. He would have to 
tell Charlie 
to watch his step. 


"You boot the bastard if he tries to interfere," McVey told 
Pete as 
they entered the block where Joe Hawkins worked, '"e's 


been paid an' 
that's it!" 


Pete grinned. His gorilla-sized frame shook happily at the 
prospect 
of getting one into a screw's groin. It seemed a much better 
idea than 
bashing Hawkins, in fact. 


At the next corridor link the third member of the party 
joined them. 
Short, stocky, hard Chris Pollock nodded, his composure 
ruffled. 


"What's up?!" Charlie asked quickly. 


"Bloody screws..." Pollock shrugged. "I'm for the high 
jump after 
this!" 


McVey didn't want to know now. He guessed that his mate 
had 
been forced to make certain arrangements of a temporary 
nature in 
order to gain his freedom. That meant, too, that they would 
have to 
hurry. Once the screws got alarmed, the corridors would be 
swarming 
with trouble-hunting warders. 


"You'll hold 'im," Charlie told Pollock. 
"Right, mate!" 
Pete growled: "Hazleton..." 


Charlie advanced ahead of the pair. He could tell 
something 
worried the screw. When Hazleton spotted Pollock he froze, 
mouth 
hanging open. 


"You've suckered me," he gritted when he recovered. 
Charlie smiled grimly. "You've been paid - shove off!" 
"I won't allow it..." 


Pete kicked. He didn't give any warning. His boot whistled 
upwards, found its target with a soft plopping noise. 


Hazleton's body exploded as terrible pain lanced through 
his 
nervous system. He wanted to scream bloody murder - 
couldn't. The 
agony vanquished voice and vision. He slumped, hands 
clasped to his 
privates. 


Pollock spurted ahead. Everything depended on getting to 
Hawkins 
before he could raise the roof. Pete's foot drew back. 


"No more - we're not vicious villains," Charlie admonished. 


Pete looked miserable. It had been to quick for him to 
derive the 
maximum enjoyment. 


"Come on..." 


Reluctantly, Pete followed. Once or twice his head twisted, 
his eyes 
fixed on the semi-conscious Hazleton. One more smack on 
top of the 
other was all he wanted... 


Joe heard them. Glancing over his shoulder he caught sight 
of 
Pollock's determined face - then saw Charlie McVey behind 
that. 


Not Saturday! Today! 


Like an agile monkey he shot to his feet, darted eyes up 
and down 


the corridor. There was no escape. He hadn't a prayer of 
reaching 
Safety yet... 


He broke into a run. Desperation lent him wings - but the 
wings 
folded when he landed on a cloth. He felt the thing give, 
tried to fight 
for balance. His ankle twisted. 


"Stop ‘im, Chris!" 


McVey's voice sent fear flooding Joe's brain. In that vital 
second he 
neglected the essential struggle to remain upright. . . And 
he crashed 
against the wall. 


"Got you!" Pollock hissed, hands closing on Joe's throat. 


Automatically, Joe's foot prepared to strike. He sensed the 
strained 
ankle refusing to accept the weight load. Then he stumbled 


McVey skidded to a halt, breathing heavily. "Arms behind 
‘iS 
back!" he panted. 

Pollock grappled with his victim, turned him, and forced his 
arms 
into lock positions high under the shoulders. 


"Before 1 clobber you, Hawkins," McVey snarled, "I want 
you to 
know there's everythin’ personal in this!" 


Joe opened his mouth to speak, but his words of defiance 
were 
swallowed as McVey's fist landed in his belly. Air wnhooshed 
from 
him ... 


Pollock controlled the jerkings as Joe twitched and doubled 
in his 
arms. He could practically feel the blows through the tall 
lad's flesh. 


Charlie hated himself for what he was doing. The memory 
of Len 
drove him on. The code that could not let this Hawkins 
bastard get 
away with a double-cross, served to block out the 
degradation that 
seeped through his mind. He was worse than a jungle 
creature - they, 
at least, fought to exist. What he was doing had to be - or 
had he let 
himself be blinded by some perverse streak, that until this 
minute, had 
kept itself locked in the dark evil of his bad side? 


Blood oozed from the cuts on Joe's face. Swellings grew 
before his 
fists could land another blow. The features were almost 
unrecognisable. And still Hawkins spluttered and tried to 
tear himself 
loose. 


"Lemme have a go," Pete pleaded. 
McVey stepped back. 
Joe's slitted eyes expressed contempt. 


Pete smashed his huge fist into the already pulped nose, 
breaking 
the bone. 


McVey closed his eyes to shut out the spurting blood. 
Enough was 
enough! He raised a hand. "No more, Pete. Let 'im drop, 
Chris!" 


Hazleton was on his feet, gazing at the ritual slaughter in 
undisguised horror. God, he'd answer to Murray for this! 


McVey brushed past. Pete grinned, feinted as if to kick 
again. 
Hazleton squirmed, then staggered down the corridor. He 
broke into a 
run as laughter bellowed behind him. 


Bloody, lip tom where his teeth had ripped through the 
tender flesh, 
Joe writhed alone on the cold hard floor. Hate held back 
agony's tears, 
the need to scream aloud. 


I'll get the bastard! I'll ruin the bastard! he thought. 


Then goaded by the sight of a grinning screw approaching, 
Joe 
Slowly climbed to his feet. . . pitched forward as black sleep 
wrapped 
him in unconsciousness. 


More than a year had slipped through time's earthbound 
prison. A 
year spent plotting revenge. A year of ever growing hatred. 


Every time Joe saw Charlie McVey something exploded 
inside him. 
Yet, for all his impatience, he did not make the slightest 
effort to get 
even. He could afford to wait. He wasn't going anywhere 
special for 
many more years. Nor was Charlie, either. 

Joe suffered mixed reactions from his enforced holding 
back. 
Frustration was the worst. His fists and feet ached to 
pulverise Charlie. 


At nights he dreamed about it. Blood-red dreams. Vicious 
dreams. 


But, like a dictator watching the international political 
climate, Joe 
waited. When he attacked it would be total war. No spur of 
the 
moment hasty crack on the jaw. No one-boot-to-the-balls 
minor 
satisfaction. His would be an annihilating revenge. 


Watching Hawkins amble across the exercise yard, Charlie 
McVey 
got the same crawling sensation down his spine he'd had for 
months 
now. He could not understand why Joe had not made one 
tiny attempt 
to even their score. There'd been opportunities galore. He 
worried 
about it. Alone! It didn't do to mention things like this to the 
other 
inmates. Pete and Chris would have thought him soft to 
bother about 
one ex-skinhead punk. 


The little bastard's up to somethin’, Charlie thought for the 
hundredth time. 


Pete sauntered up to him. "Frosty says you're being 
moved," the 
gorilla-sized man whispered from the comer of his mouth. 


McVey tensed, then suddenly smiled. "When?" he asked. 
"Next week! Frosty can get a message out..." 


Charlie nodded. "I'll 'ave two ready by tomorrow morning," 
he 
replied lightly. "Anybody else going?" 


"A few," Pete grumbled. "He ain't got the complete list, 
Charlie." 


For a brief second Charlie's gaze clashed with Joe's. 
Although he 
liked the Moor, the move would be welcomed if only to put a 
hundred 
miles between them. It was like sitting on top of a landmine 
waiting 
for Hawkins to trigger off the booby-trap. 

"What's up, mate?" Pete asked suspiciously. 


Charlie forced a relaxed grin. "Not a bleedin’ thing, Pete. 
Lemme 
know when Frosty ‘as all the details ..." 


"Yeah," Pete growled and departed. 
Joe was the last to know about the move. 
"Don't turn around, Joe," the voice said at his elbow. 


Joe recognised it. About the only bloke who gave him the 
time of 
day was Malcolm Shankshaft. Of course, they had certain 
affiliations. 
Both had been notable during the height of the rea/ 
Skinhead era. 
Malcolm's claim to fame came from battering his girlfriend's 
mother to 
death when the old woman had tried to castrate him. 


"I've heard you're being sent to the Midlands!" 


Joe wanted to swing and confront his only mate in the jug. 
He 
forced himself to keep watching some other guys throwing a 
ball back 
and forth. 


"McVey's in the same boat," Malcolm whispered. 


Coughing loudly, Joe covered his mouth with his hand. 
"How many 
are goin'?" he asked. 


"A few!" Malcolm's voice faded, came back strong. "... 
something 
about a break!" 


Joe tensed. He couldn't believe his luck! 


"Do yourself a favour, Joe... Don't bleedin’ get involved 
with 
Charlie again!" 

Turning slowly, features wreathed in broad smiles, Joe gave 
a 
thumbs-up signal. "Leave it to me, Mal I’ve learned one 
lesson here - 
| ain't takin' chances when .it comes to revenge on Charlie 
McVey. 
And," he laughed softly, starting to stride away, "it looks like 
Fate has 
handed me the bastard on a platter!" 


Whistling, Joe Hawkins had an idea to do a dance routine a 
la Gene 
Kelly. His spirits soared. His heart pitter-pattered as a bird's 
come 
mating season. Everything in his mental garden was rose- 
coloured, 
washed by gentle rains and blooming spectacularly. He 
remembered 
what a woman looked like - couldn't stop the old itch starting 
to grow. 
And grow. Into an urge larger than the Post Office Tower. 
Man, how 
he'd make up for lost time! 


CHAPTER TWO 


SCOWLING, Charlie McVey entered the prison van 
wondering 
what he had to do before the Joe Hawkins thorn was taken 
from his 
side. Everything was according to the book. Going like 
clockwork. 
Bang on schedule. Except for Joe being there! 


Frosty hadn't failed him. The letters had reached their 
intended 
destination. And he'd had a reply. A visit. A wordy coverage 
of 
family and other outside problems - with the subtle 
information 
regarding escape plans. 


But Joe being in the van complicated things! 


He knew the little bastard would want to get his freedom 
too. Want 
to repay Charlie for that bloody beating. 


God, how he hated the day he'd given in to having Joe 
done! 


Mr Big might have an answer to this particular dilemma, he 
thought and climbed into the van. Four blokes back he could 
feel Joe's 
burning eyes penetrating his exposed spine. 


The hell with the bleedin’ ex-skin. He had to be on his toes. 
The 
boss had promised a stupendous deal. A once-in-a-lifetime 


pay-off and 
a new existence all the way around the globe. In Australia ... 


Thé clouds broke over Charlie's head. He smiled and 
hurried to his 
appointed position in the van. All that Down Under sunshine 
gave him 
a new lease on everything. Christ, he'd have the missus 
there - soaking 
up the sand and ocean tossed ozone. A bundle in his kick 
and nota 
bleedin’ rozzer turning over drums galore looking for an 
"artful 
dodger", 


This time he meant it - he'd quit the game. With this haul 
in his 
hand he'd make that new home a Safe place for the future. 
No more 
capers. No temptations. No shortage of cash making him 
want to score. 
a last big one. He'd have a paid-for house, investments 
backed by the 
Aussie government and security. 


Martha. . . 


The name seared his mind. She deserved something 
better than 
being a prison-widow He was glad he'd made the 
arrangements for her 
to travel ahead of him. The "boss" had been generous. The 
fuzz 
couldn't stop her now. She'd be in Sydney before he broke . 


He frowned! 
What if Hawkins. .. 


He glanced down the van. Joe was just climbing the steps. 
This 
was his only doubt.. . 
x KOK 


East End birds! Easy tarts and love-starved housewives. 
Screw-happy schoolgirls ... No, no more! That'd been part 
of his 
past. He was beyond the grope and boast kid stuff. 
Educated in the 
hardest school of all to accept that a bloke didn't start his 
sex life ina 
classroom. 


He'd changed! 


Drastically. Had more hours to dwell upon things than 
most kids 
ever dreamed of having. He could see where he went 
wrong, where 
he'd loused up his upward march. 


There'd been too much concentration on sex. Too little 
attention to 
what the teacher said. He wished he'd discovered the world 
of 
geography, history, his own English language. Those lonely 
evenings 
spent in his cell with a prison library book had brought 
home his 
shortcomings. 


I'm bloody over the flamin' hill, Joe thought with mounting 
anger. 
Bleedin' finished before I've started to get anywhere special! 
I've got 
no real trade. No diplomas. Nothing to show for sitting in a 
Class 
thinking how best to get a pair of knickers off! 


The hell with that crap! 


He wasn’t a kid now. He'd done his apprenticeship. He'd 
had more 
willing girls than some guy's hot meals. He was looking 
forward to 
getting his hands round some real knockers - not those pin- 
up paper 
things circulating in the Moor. 

Joe grinned to himself, and took his place. Right at that 
moment, 
he would not have cared if the screws had fastened leg-irons 
round his 
ankles-or weighted him down with a bloody cannonball. 
Charlie had it 
fixed - and he'd make sure he was included in! 


Glancing at the warder nearest him in the interior line, Joe 
felt 
bigger. Heavier. Heftier. Almost like he could pick the bastard 
up and 
toss him a mile. 

l'm so close to being free it bloody hurts, he thought. 


What made the sweet smell of escape better was the other 
knowledge... 


His revenge! 
Getting Charlie squealing like a singed rat! 
What if the escape plan failed? 


Joe's heart beat like a dozen African drums in the middle of 
a tribal 
conflict. A bush telegraph batting out disastrous news. 


He began to fidget. Charlie was going to Leicester. He'd 
been 
earmarked for Derby. Walls and miles between ... 


He was still worrying when the escorted van swung off the 
A303 at 
Ilchester and headed north for Shepton Mallet. Navy jets 
screamed 
overhead and a line formation of helicopters skimmed the 
pleasant 
countryside. 


When the hell is the rescue act going to happen? Joe kept 
asking 
himself, peering from his small window. The land was rising 
now, the 
van grinding up the steep incline of Wraxall Hill. Although he 
couldn't 
see them, Joe heard the anguished whine of heavy lorries 
belting down 
the hill. Braking for the sharp curves. Grinding into low gear 
to avoid 
a runaway. 


The police driver smiled grimly, mentioned: "Damned 
dangerous 
here. Look at that one..." A battered car hung precariously 
to the 
side of a drop, it's careering path evident in felled saplings 
and beaten 
bush. It looked like an old wreck - the hawks had already 
stolen tyres 
and chrome fittings. Probably even gutted the engine. 


"Bloody maniacs," his partner voiced, anxiously watching a 
delivery 
van sway round the next bend. "HEY!" 


The police car slewed, it's lack of soeed making 
acceleration 
impossible on the gradient. A fleeting look of terror crossed 
the 


driver's face and he swung the steering wheel savagely to 
avoid the 
on-rushing van. 


Like a second wave hitting the beachhead, another vehicle 
inched 
past its front runner and passed the vehicle carrying the 
prisoners - 
gathering speed on the downward journey. Suddenly 
Swinging across 
the solid white lines straight into the rear police escort car. 


Half-a-mile on either side of the crashes hurriedly erected 
MEN AT 
WORK - TRAFFIC CONTROL signs whipped into position and 
men 
wearing county council uniforms halted all traffic. 


From each of the battering delivery vans masked men 
appeared and 
went to work like a military machine. In one minute flat the 
police 
escorts were unconscious. 


Joe heard the racket and almost broke his nose when his 
van driver 
slammed on the brakes. Yells from outside told him this was 
the much 
awaited break. Forgetting the pain of his bruises, he 
sweated... 
Praying he would be released before McVey had a chance to 
deny him 
freedom. 


A masked face pushed against Joe's ... 
"Out, kid!" a gruff voice growled. 


Joe scrambled from the slanted van and found himself 
herded 


towards a waiting private car. He could see the damage to 
the rear 
police vehicle - shuddered. What a bloody mess! 


Five cars with engines purring in supercharged impatience 
blocked 
the descending lane of the hill. A Land Rover and a Bedford 
conversion marked with Somerset County Council insignia 
stayed 
behind the others. 


The ruthless efficiency of the operation left Joe cold. This 
Mr Big 
didn't muck around with things. He scrambled into his 
appointed 
escape vehicle. Not more than a few grunted orders had 
been spoken - 
and Joe wasn't going to object. His revenge could wait. This 
was 
certainly no place to go for Charlie. 


Gathering speed, the five cars belted down into Wraxall. 
Turned, 
took the hill at a smooth forty-five. Passed the strewn 
wreckage as the 
raiders piled into their transport. Humped the crest and 
descended into 
Pylle. 


Joe had no idea where they were. When the cars cut off on 
toa 
narrow winding lane he watched the signposts. Saw strange 
names like 
Castle Cary, Evercreech mentioned. 


Evercreech? 


He was still puzzling over that one when they roared 
through the 
village, taking the Bruton road. Only to make a sharp left by 


the 
cemetery... 


"When we reach the next junction be ready to change 
cars," the 
driver yelled above the roar of his gunning engine. 


Joe .tensed. They came into a straight and he saw the 
transfer 
vehicles ahead - still five of them. He jumped from the rear 
door as the 
car skidded to a halt, and darted forward. Found himself 
next to 
Charlie McVey .. . elbowed one of the other escapees out of 
the way 
and got in beside his enemy. 


"Glad you made it, Joe," Charlie offered tightly. 
"That's bloody nice of you!" Joe growled. 


The cars zoomed round a Z-shaped intersection and began 
climbing 
into the Mendips. Through a hamlet, into Batcombe ... 

"A guy could bleedin’ bury himself in a place like this and 
never be 
found," Charlie muttered. 


"It ain’t my scene," Joe replied. 


McVey glanced at his younger companion. That's the 
trouble with 
these kids, he thought. No sense of values! 


"A cottage in the country isn't a bad idea, Joe," he said. 


"I'll bet Mr. Big doesn't live this far from London," Joe 
snorted. 


Charlie laughed bitterly. "Trevor likes his Park Lane Fl.... " 
He 
coughed, bent double to hide his faux pas. Going into a gut 


holding act 

he darted a sideways glance at Joe, saw nothing to convince 
him that 

the information had filtered through. 


Joe played it cool. Trevor and Park Lane! That should be 
enough 
for him to find Mr. Big when the appropriate moment came. 


"Where the hell are we going?" he asked, deliberately 
easing 
McVey's mind. 


Charlie gave a few more coughs, then decided he'd made it 
Safely. 
"You're getting a free ride to the Big Smoke," he snapped. 
"Ant don't 
ask so many questions . .. These boys ain't in the mood for 
talk!" 


Joe sat back against his seat. Watched the scenery change 
dramatically as they entered, and left, Frome. Only when the 
five cars 
got to Beckington - with an American flag flying from the 
Doomsday 
Castle - did the atmosphere in the car change. 


"We split here," their driver announced. "You'll be told 
which way 
to go..." He applied the brakes, and slowly swung round a 
road 
obstruction on to a signposted road for Warminster. 


"Out!" he shouted. 

Joe waited for Charlie on the narrow pavement. 
"Take it easy, kid," Charlie said, grinning happily. 
Joe seethed. Inwardly. 


A tall, thin man wearing a tweed jacket and twill slacks 
tapped 
Charlie on one shoulder, gesturing to a "K" license Bentley 
purring 
softly by the kerb. "In there, Charlie," he said and dropped 
his arm 
across Joe's body. "You're in that one," he added, eyes 
gleaming and 
indicating an old "C" Huber. 


Joe took his time getting into the Humber. The Bentley - 
loaded 
with McVey and two of his trusted mates - drew away from 
the kerb 
and started it's journey along the Warminster Road. 


"Get in!" the Humber's driver yelled. "I ain't got all bleedin’ 
day to 
reach London!" 


Joe silently swore another meeting with Charlie. And got 
into the 
car. At this moment he was concerned with one important 
fact - 
escape. So far, so good. But... 


Joan Kerr-Marshall laid her local newspaper on the table 
and gazed 
out the window. Seagulls wheeled and drifted over the cliffs, 
their cries 
rising to a deafening pitch. Small puffed-up clouds floated 
importantly 
in the otherwise clear, blue sky - cotton-wool balls hung on 
invisible 
threads to make the gulls seem more genuine. 

Getting to her feet Joan walked to the kitchen door and 
stepped 
outside. Robert lay asleep in his pram, one tiny fist sticking 


above the 
covers. Toby - a silly golden lab - lifted his head and watched 
her. 


"I'll murder you if you disturb him," Joan said, laughingly. 


Toby cocked an ear, her words lost on him. Every hair and 
muscle 
of the dog trembled in anticipation of a romp. 


Walking slowly past the ever-ready hound, Joan bent once 
and 
patted his large head, continued to the edge of their 
property. Leaning 
on the solid railings she stared down the cliffs at the 
washing relentless 
Sea. 


It didn't seem possible she could be here - an ordinary 
housewife 
enjoying another sunny day within shopping distance of 
Brighton. 


She frowned. The news item kept flitting back across her 
mental 
screen. Joe Hawkins had done it again! In a way she envied 
Joe. He 
hadn't changed. Or so she believed. Certainly not the way 
she had. 


A fishing boat chugged across her foreground and the gulls 
swept 
back and forth, picking off easy prey. 


Thinking back she wondered how she had ever taken that 
gigantic 
step from notoriety to commonplace. And she put it all down 
to Bob. 
Most people in her new circle called them the perfect 


couple. And, in 
many ways, they were. 


What the neighbours did not Know was that they were not 
legally 
married. She was still Joan Marshall. .. 


Her eyes misted. Poor Brian! She got pathetic letters from 
him - 
one only last week. From the hospital. 

Turning from the cliffs, Joan detoured around the dog. 
Robert 
twisted in his pram and caught her attention. When he 
settled again 
she continued into the house, mind on Joe Hawkins. If only 
she knew 
where he was! /f... She was so out of touch though. So 
determined to 
respect Bob's wishes not to get involved with the old crowd. 


No, she thought, it wouldn't matter a damn if I had Joe's 
current 
address - | couldn't lift a bloody finger to help him! Not and 
keep my 
“marriage " intact! 

Placing the kettle on the stove she sank into a chair asa 


tear 
glistened in one eye... 


London kept altering. Joe noticed so many things changed. 
The 
"ageless" city had a newness he detested. All the towering 
office blocks 
were so many plastic-era speculations without a single 
feature worth 
remembering. None like the buildings they had replaced. 
Nothing left 
to stir a Londoner's heart. To point to with pride of history 


and sense of 
belonging. 


Oxford Street, too, had undergone yet another face-lift. The 
people 
were mostly wogs and aliens. About the least used language 
was native 
English. The traffic strictly bus and taxi. 


Give me the bleedin' way it was!, Joe thought viciously. 


He strode past a rozzer, feeling elation when the other 
glanced at 
him and concentrated on a coloured bird. Christ, he was glad 
he'd 
tossed Mr. Big's wig into a dustbin. Imagine him wearing a 
wig! 
Never. 

A pair of "spades" grinning from ear to ear shoved through 
women 
shoppers. Joe boiled, flicked his foot and nicked one on the 
ankle. He 
loved that! Getting the old boot.in still gave him a warm 
glow. 


A spade was a Spade and no bloody right being in his 
London! 


Reaching Marble Arch he stopped. Memories of the Moor 
came 
filtering back over the traffic noise. The lonely, misted horror 
of 
regulated days and birdless nights. The screws venting their 
“behind-tall-walls" routine on defenceless prisoners. 


His gaze swept the arch, the park, the cars with their 
arrogant 
bastards and gorgeous women. What a different view Mr. 
Big and his 


cohorts had from those endless moorland scenes he had 
known for so 
long. 


Well, Trevor Henderson could afford to pay towards his 
future 
prospects! 


God, won't the money-man get a shock when I walk in? 


It hadn't been difficult to get Mr Big's name. Trevor and 
Park Lane 
hit gongs in most of the underworld's hangouts. Gained Joe 
respect for 
knowing the man. 


Entering Henderson's building, Joe sensed the power 
behind 
criminal activities. This was an abode of social acceptance. 
A person 
commanding a voice in more than the plotting of a bank 
raid, a security 
van holdup. He could visualise a political conference taking 
place here 
under the laughing hail-fellow-well-metness of Mr T. 
Henderson. 


Using the house 'phone, Joe got an invitation to enter the 
lift - after 
a uniformed doorman checked his credentials. 


The room stretched for all of thirty feet from the door to 
enormous 
windows. Washed-Chinese and Persian carpets covered 
almost the 
entire parquet floor. Massive bookshelves lined one whole 
wall. 
Priceless objets d'art littered occasional and sofa tables. An 
ornate gilt 
Empire mirror hung over a marble fireplace. 


Henderson got to his feet, face strained, finger pointing. He 
had the 
beginnings of middle-aged spread bulging his tall frame and 
artfully 
hidden by a tailored £200 suit. Diamonds flashed on his 
fingers and 
tie-clip. "This had better be good, Hawkins," he snarled. 


Joe smiled easily. "I know the score," he replied. "You've got 
boys 
who'd do me if | step outta line!" 

Mr Big suddenly relaxed, slumping into his chair. Six 
telephones - 
all various colours - covered one end of a huge antique 
desk. Scattered 
papers littered the rest of the leather top. "You’ve got nerve 
and | like 
that," he said with less antagonism. He waved to a wing- 
chair. 


Joe wondered if he'd made a mistake even coming here. 
This bloke 
was way out of his league. Yet... 

"| got away with..." 

Henderson lit a cigarette with a gold lighter. "With Charlie 
MeVey. 
He told me about you, Hawkins." 

"All bad?" 


"Nothing good," the man admitted. "You're a bastard. A 
little 
trouble-maker. A skinhead nobody. Not in Charlie's class." 


"| phased a fuzz..." 


"I killed sixteen men that | counted," Henderson 
mentioned. "That 
didn't make me a hero. A famous personality. It didn't put 


one old 
penny into my bank account." 


"What's Me Vey?" Joe snarled. 


"A crook. A villain. A guy people like me can trust to do a 
job." 
Henderson shifted in his chair, bent over his desk. "Come 
out with it, 
Hawkins. What's your pitch?" 


Joe took a deep breath. This was the pay-off. "I hate 
Charlie. I've 
heard a rumour he's in Aussie..." 


Henderson's face grew tense. "Where did you hear that?" 
"Froma..." 
"Don't fuck me around, Hawkins! Where? From whom?" 


"How the hell do I know all their names?" Joe yelled. "Some 
Scotch-swizzling bastard in the Frenchman's..." 


"Soho?" 
"Where else!" Joe felt annoyance. Off-balance. 


Henderson sat back again, eyes partially closed. "And you 
want to 
get to Australia?" 


"Right!" 

"With what?" Henderson's eyes snapped open. 
"| reckoned you'd .. ." Joe hesitated now. 

"I'd pay for silence?" 

"Somethin' like it." 

"And what if | said I'd have you silenced?" 


Joe tried to conceal growing fear. This bloke could have an 
army 
wiped out. "I've got mates," he bluffed. 


"Shit!" Henderson laughed then. "Okay, Hawkins -1 admire 
nerve 
like | said. I'll get you a passport, passage on a slow ship and 
give you 
two hundred quid. But, remember, if you ever mention my 
name 
anywhere in the world you'll wish you're mother had been a 
virgin." 

"To the same town as Charlie?" 


Henderson scowled. "Watch it, Hawkins! Don't push your 
luck. 
I'm not exactly in love with you..." 


Joe felt naked bathed in bright sunlight as he boarded the 
ship under 
the watchful gaze of officials. His passport had been 
accepted, his 
Australia House papers found in order. But there was always 
the 
chance of a last-minute snag. A quick double-check of ship 
and 
shore-based records. 


Trusting Mr. Big's arrangements, Joe squared his shoulders 
and 
joined the happy family atmosphere on deck. Thanks to 
mismanagement by Heath and Wilson, these people were 
leaving their 
homeland for a better life. A chance to cast off regulations, 
freezes and 
union-dominated dictates that had pulled Britain down from 
an Empire 
power to a third-rate Moscow pulled puppet. 

1 could bleedin' fight ‘em, Joe thought. Me an' me skinhead 


mates! 
But those others? Softies who believed what a bunch of non- 


elected 
union leaders decided was worst for everybody! All playing 
politics 
and not a damned one genuinely interested in making 
Britain great 
again! 

He thumbed his nose at the docks. 

Hid some of his bitterness. 

He hated leaving. 


Loathed those responsible for so many decent people 
having to seek 
new lands for their skills, their loyalties. 


A man wearing ship's uniform approached. Joe tensed. 


The man hesitated in front of Joe, dug into a jacket pocket 
and took 
out a paper. He read it then lifted his eyes. 


Engines throbbed somewhere down below. Joe urged them 
to get 
into top gear. 

Folding the paper the officer smiled to himself and, 
nodding in Joe's 
direction, continued down the deck. 

Jeeze, don’t ever do that again!, Joe thought and headed 
for the 
sanctuary of his cabin. 


CHAPTER THREE 


AUSTRALIA, from the ship, looked like a paradise island 
continent 
fit for enjoyable retirement. Ever since the land came into 
sight, Joe 
had sensed something vital and bustling in its outline. It did 
not, in 
any way, shape or form look like dear old England. But then, 
did 
Siberia appeal to Muscovites? 

On the journey he had read a lot of literature about this 
"new 
country". He liked what the brochures said. Especially what 
they 
didn't say. He had the notion that space existed to be 
tamed. That 
football hadn't come alive yet. 


His introduction to Australia came in the shape of a 
tabloid, a cup of 
disinterested coffee and a dockside cafe not that much 
different from 
where his old man had washed down nicked Scotch in 
London. 


SKINHEADS BLITZED BY COPS 


CIB chief, Superintendent Kevin Dwyer, claims his ten-man 
special 
squad has curbed violence after only two weeks. 


The group dubbed the "Skinhead Squad", has had some 
spectacular 
results to date. 


The coffee tasted better, Joe nursed the tabloid and 
outside, the sun 
shone hotter than a Wimbledon's June. 


He read on: 


Skinheads, like their English counterparts, are fighters. 
More so 
when they outnumber their victims. According to the 
Superintendent, 
they travel fast, from place to place, creating destruction 
and 
terrorising whole communities. 


"They are," says Dwyer, "young hoodlums using cars to 
spread 
their violence." 


The squad - trained street-fighters wearing suits or casuals 
- move 
in on discotheques and other functions Dwyer figures will 
attract 
skinheads. They do not usually carry guns but, instead, 
batons which 
they will use to break up fights. 


"We wade in and arrest anyone committing an offence. 
Our 
greatest weapon Is the way that the courts deal with them. 
There is no 
leniency for this type of thug. " Pressed on the question of 
skinhead 
nationality, Dwyer reluctantly agreed. "I have yet to find one 
Aussie 
skinhead. Most of 'em are English. Some who jumped ship in 


Perth. 
Others, kids from British dominated areas." 


Serious disturbances have recently been reported from 
soccer 
games - a disgustingly skinhead innovation all too familiar 
with those 
sportsmen following the English football scene. 


Favourite targets for skinheads are hippies and bikies. The 
English 
habit of Paki-bashing has its counterpart here although the 
victims of 
this nasty racialistic battering are new-Australians coming 
from Italy 
and other mid-European lands. 


"Like it?” Tim Greer asked, lighting a cigarette. 
Joe nodded enthusiastically. 


"Me brother wrote that," Tim confessed. "He's a bleedin’ 
reporter 
for this rag." He tapped the tabloid. 


A sudden drawing away feeling pervaded Joe. He didn't like 
being 
the known associate of any reporter - and that included the 
reporter's 
family. He'd got to share secrets with Tim on the voyage. 
After all, a 
pair of skins were blood-brothers. Anywhere in the world. 
But this 
disclosure scared him off. 


Tim caught Joe's coolness and laughed. "Bleedin’ hell. | 
ain'ta 
grass. And Tony isn't a bad bloke. He does his job which 
means he 
writes what the editor says is news. Tony used to be a suede 


before he 
came to Australia." 


Joe relaxed slightly. If this was true... 


"Look," Tim said, waving the sullen waitress over. "Why 
don't you 
come with me to meet Tony?" 


The voyage had relieved some of Joe's pent-up Moor 
frustrations. 
There'd been a lot of screwing on board - and more than one 
female 
immigrant was at this moment going off across the 
continent carrying 
memories of his love-making. The waitress did not send him 
crawling 
up walls suffering from flesh starvation although she had 
everything a 
bloke liked to fondle before the final plunge. Big, busty and 
cheap. A 
few Aussie dollars could spread her thighs any night. Or 
afternoon. 


"What's yours?" she asked with an Essex twang. 
"Eight inches," Tim laughed. "Two more cuppas." 


The girl gave them a careful scrutiny and decided against 
further 
conversation. As she hipped back to her counter Tim cluck- 
clucked 
appreciatively. "| would!" he affirmed. 


"Yeah ..." Joe wasn't letting his topic drop. "How far to 
Elizabeth 
Park?" he asked. 


"About a thousand miles," Tim replied frowningly, adding, "I 
think!" 


"Christ..." Joe wasn't stupid. But it was extremely hard 
for him to 
imagine a thousand miles of land laid out in contours; hills, 
valleys, 
rivers, roads, fields and the inevitable desert. Their ship had 
covered 
tremendous distances, but endless ocean from horizon to 
other horizon 
meant nothing. Sea and sky blending into a floating world 
had no 
comparison ashore. 


"It's a big country," Tim contributed. 


Ignoring his mate's infantile statement Joe growled, "Get 
your 
brother. I've got to trace McVey - fast. If he ever moved from 
Elizabeth Park I'd be up shit creek!" 


* KO 


Meanwhile, a lonely figure melted into the shadows of a 
Barking 
side street. Walking fast, crossing and recrossing the road to 
avoid 
direct lighting on his face, the figure quickly reached an 
intersection 
and faded into the gloom behind a small comer shop. 


In seconds, hands grasped the top of a wall and pulled the 
casually 
dressed body up. A sliver of brightness seeped from under a 
window-blind and fleetingly touched the face. 


Tom Walsh swore silently and dropped inside the yard 
formed by 
shop back and wall. Empty crates and boxes piled against a 
window 
protected by iron bars gave him a platform and he climbed 
up this, 


wondering if the bloody thing would support his weight. It 
did. And 

he eased open the second floor window. The one left 
conveniently 

unlatched. The one without bars. 


Tom smiled as he crept across the room and let himself on 
to a hall. 
Snores from the front of the house sounded overly loud. 


So far, so good, Tom thought grimly. His palms began to 
itch and 
he paused long enough to rub both on wood. He couldn't 
remember 
which one meant paying out or taking in but he wasn't going 
to risk 
disappointment at this stage of the break-in. 


When he finally reached the locked door leading into the 
shop 
proper, he slid the bolts from their cups. The door opened on 
oiled 
hinges. Quietly. According to plan. Letting his eyes adjust to 
the 
shop's dimness, he thought about his routine. First, provide 
a means of 
escape. Secondly, get the loot. Thirdly, make it look like the 
burglar 
had really searched the premises before he had located the 
cash. 


Leaving the street shop door an inch open, Tim went 
unerringly to 
the tinned meat shelf, removed six cans of chopped ham 
and helped 
himself to the medium-sized blue, cloth bag nestling there. 
The 
thickness of the notes inside told him that he had scored. 


But fantastic! 

Next, he unloaded various tins from other shelves at 
random. Opened 

the ancient cash register and flipped all the drawers on to 
the counter. 


He pulled carrier bags from under the counter, overturned 
several sacks 
of seed and dried fruit. Had a cracking time stepping on 
water biscuits. 


Taking a knife from his pocket, Tom carefully split the bank 
bag 
and extracted the notes, leaving the coinage as an 
expression of 
contempt. His last act prior to getting the hell back to his 
pad was to 
steal ten packs of his favourite smokes. The idea of doing 
the 
government out of their V.A.T. appealed strongly ... 


Mary McCarthy wore a smock and nothing else. Her black 
hair 
hung around her Irish face in uncombed confusion. Her 
brown eyes 
opened like a sick cow's pleading and she wavered hands 
across her 
mouth, gasping, "Saints preserve us!" in a thick Cork accent. 


“Fuck your Irish saints," Tom snapped maliciously. 
Spreading the 
stolen money across his bed he chortled as the tens, fives 
and oncers 
separated expertly under his guidance. "There is my saintly 
worship - 
bread! The stuff for gear, a better pad, a bloody abortion for 
you." 


Mary sobbed. Arms hanging by her sides, she stood sullen 
and 
afraid. She knew she'd lost her attraction for Tom. The slight 
bulge of 
her belly had spoiled his enjoyment of what had been, for 
months, a 
fabulously erotic period of sharing. 


"Jesus Murphy..." Tom grinned as he used one of her pet 
expressions. "Dry your eyes! This isn't a night for tears. Take 
that 
bleedin’ thing off. . . I'm horny as hell!" 


Mary's insides flamed. Her heart thudded. Her hands 
moved 
swiftly to undo the smock buttons. She loved it when Tom 
abused her. 
And he did - oh, so much! He called it his ridding her of a 
priest-washed purity. A blackening of her soul. 


Looking at the thick bush covering her, Tom forgot the 
stolen cash 
momentarily. The excitement of another job yielding a profit 
gave him 
the urge regardless of how he actually felt about her 
condition. He 
started to strip, muttering, "No wonder you Irish bitches 
breed like 
rabbits - you're always opening your legs for this ..." He 
dropped his 
shorts and gestured obscenely. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


CHARLIE MCVEY cuddled his wife and listened to the surf 
boom 
in the distance. "Think about it, luv," he whispered into her 
receptive 
ear. "I can't even pronounce the bleedin' name right yet ‘ere 
we are. 
baskin' in Down Under sunshine an' not a care in the world." 


Martha sighed, leaning against his hard body. "The name is 
Wollongong, Charlie. And when do we get this little house 
you keep 
promising me?" 


Loving her provocative curves warming his flank, Charlie 
had to 
watch his words. Blurting things out to Martha could be so 
easy. 
Especially now that they were together again far from the 
London rat 
race. Mr. Big had been extremely generous. No wonder! The 
Ilford 
job had netted the boss a cool hundred thousand. Less what 
he'd paid 
for Joe Hawkins to make the Aussie voyage! 

"Want to tell me?" Martha asked, kissing him. Pulling back 
and 
letting him have a strictly personal view of the body born to 
please just 
her Charlie. "About the telegram?" 


I’ve got to handle this calmly. Logically. I've got to allay her 
suspicions. Try to settle her nerves. 


Charlie brushed the thoughts aside and smiled tenderly. 
Funny how 
| love her! 


"You're not going to do anything here, Charlie?" she asked 
plaintively. 

His hands closed gently over her naked breasts. "Not even 
a small 
caper, luv," he said. He felt her nipples erect, pressing 
against his dry 
palms. "Hey," he accused happily, "you're in the mood!" 


"Wrong!" She thrust away from him, aware of her 
betraying body 
acting like a teenage girl. 


"At your age, too!" Charlie teased. 


"Isn't it terrible?" She laughed and hurriedly grabbed a 
dressing 
gown to cover her glistening nudity. 


"Bein' here is good for us," Charlie mentioned. 


"Providing you don't..." Martha took his face in her 
hands. 
“Charlie, don't try to fool me. Please, what did the telegram 
say?" 


"Joe Hawkins is in Aussie!" 

Martha paled slightly. She knew the story. 
“Trevor had to tell him!" 

“Had to?" Martha asked viciously. 


"With false clues," Charlie grinned. "Sent him to Elizabeth 
Park in 
South Australia..." 


"That Joe's determined." 


"Australia isn't England," Charlie stressed. "Hawkins ‘asn't 
got 


contacts 'ere. An'..." He dropped a hand below and started 
to part 

her gown... Burt Cramer wouldn't ‘ave a little bastard like 
Joe 


anywhere near 'is town!" 
"Cramer? Town?" 


Charlie sobered, forgot the inebriation his fast grope had 
produced. 
"Snake Cramer - an ex-con who owns a mining community, 
police 
included." 


"Where is it, Charlie?" Martha's eyes reflected her concern. 
She 
had, in the short time Australia had loomed large in her 
mind as home, 
been learning all about the country. Never a brain she 
nevertheless 
possessed a female perspicacity which demanded she 
understood her 
neighbourhood. Even if this, in Australia, meant sweating 
over a 
detailed map covering an area far beyond her ken. 


Charlie McVey hesitated. His downfall, he knew 
immediately. 


"A.bloody place in the outback?" 

Charlie nodded. "Yes, luv..." 

"Why?" Martha asked her particular gods. 
"Sorry .. 


Martha forced herself to look on the brighter aspects of 
Charlie's 
dilemma. At least he wasn't being hounded by the Australian 
police. 
As far as the authorities were concerned, he was /egally 
entitled to live 
in this Commonwealth nation. A respectable British worker 
able to 
take his place in a bustling, go-ahead country. If existing on 
the fringe 
of some Godforsaken desert meant security and freedom 
from 
persecution then she had to accept the mercies with a few 
doubts. 
Private doubts. Not for Charlie's ear. 


"We'll make it, Charlie," she said. "Nobody is going to spoil 
our 
chance..." 


"Don't stop ... Come on, Joe - keep going!" 


Deidre flung herself at Joe. Perspiration slicked her lithe 
body. 
Fingernails clawed at Joe's back, savaging him. Sharp little 
teeth 
nibbled his ear... started chewing on the lobe. 


Joe didn't feel a thing. He: humped frenziedly, clutching the 
girl's 
buttocks as he soared into orbit .. . Splashed by her frantic 
pleas - 
goaded on by obscenities too many to remember - the 
sensations were 
terrific. This girl knew every trick of the trade. .. 


"Joe! Joe! Joe!" 


Flattening her under his collapsed weight, Joe listened to 
the gasps, 


pants, groans, moans... 
"Great! Oh, Joe..." 


The girl lay under him, a fleshy mass pulsating in every 
pore: 


"Joe - no more..." 


The surging fury that had driven him to satisfy her 
extraordinary 
Capacity kept Joe going. 

"Christ - finish it off, Joe!" 


She sounded irate. Joe slammed and panted, finishing the 
union. 


"Like?" Joe asked between gasps. 


"Need you ask?" Deidre placed her palms against his chest 
and 
heaved. "You're heavy," she mentioned. 


Getting to his feet Joe glanced across the huge room. Tony 
and Tim 
were far from being past the post. He didn't waste valuable 
time 
watching their antics. Deidre climbed to her feet, breathing 
heavily. "I 
could marry a sport like you, Joe," she said in admiration. 
"| could keep knockin’ off a bird like you," Joe declared. His 
hands 
had to be controlled to stop them going back to work on her 
sizzling 
frame. 
"Next time I'll get into the driver's seat," she avowed. 
Next time it won't be with me, Joe thought. 


Tony roared his head off and fell from the bed shared with 
Sally. 


If I'd a camera I could blackmail the bastard for life! Joe 
gave up 
the pleasant idea and started dressing again. He wasn't sure 
what these 
gang-all parties had to offer. Maybe he was supposed to 
switch 
partners. It didn't matter now. He'd had his share. That was 
the 
criterion in his book. 


"Have you a job?" Deidre asked, slopping water over her 
belly. 


"Yeah - taking care of dolly birds like you!" 
"Bloody Pommie bastard!" 
"Bleedin’ Aussie bitch!" 


"Hey..." Tony raced across the room, face flushed and 
expressing 
anxiety. "I won't tolerate this!" 


Deidre belted him with her sponge and glared at Joe. "If 
he's eran I 
she started to say. 


Tony's closed fist smashed against her jaw. The sponge 
Slopped on 
the floor and, as her legs folded and her eyes glazed, Tony 
kicked her 
bent arse. 


Joe grinned. "Easy, mate - she could need that bit." 


Tony bent, hoisted Deidre's bottom in the air and planted a 
noisy 
kiss on each cheek. "God bless the queen," he said, letting 
go. Deidre 
flopped to the ground, unconscious. Buttocks flattening into 
still 
delightful moons. 


"When are we gonna have anything from your paper?" Joe 
asked, 
serious now. 


Scratching his hairy chest, Tony deliberated. "I dunno, Joe - 
but 
what the hell, we'll find your pet hate. Always providing 
London gave 
you the pukka gen!” 


John Sanderson stepped off the kerb and reeled drunkenly 
in the 
direction of Dazzler's car. Sober, he might have suspected 
the message 
delivered by that cheap tart. Might have ... 


He reached the pavement, did a dance step getting up that 
nine inch 
height and staggered along the concrete crackless space to 
the car's rear 
door. Pinches of memory tormented him. Something about 
not 
stepping on pavement cracks. 


"Hey-ho," he chortled as a figure emerged from the car. 
"Bastard! Grass!" a voice said. 


John lifted his arm to ward off the blow. His timing was far 
from 
working a protective shield. The cosh slammed across his 
cheek, 
smashing bone and flesh. He screamed, tried to wheel away 
from the 
next blow ... 


The word got to Joan Kerr-Marshall via a roundabout 
carousel. 
Somebody whispered to a rider and, as he skipped off the 
whirling 


horses, he passed it along. And so on - until Joan heard the 
whisper. 


In a Brighton store, of all places! 


Joan didn't enjoy the image filling her mental screen. John 
lying in 
a gutter bleeding to death. Saved at the last second by a 
midwife weary 
from delivering twins. Condemned now to an institution. A 
brainless 
nonentity slobbering in his teacup. 

Justice? 

Perhaps... 

Bob took her arm and asked, "Want me to wheel the 
carrier?" 


Robert stuck his fat thumb in his suctioning mouth and 
watched the 
pair of them. "If you want any more tins you'd better," Joan 
laughed 
offbeatly. 


"Did that female speak to you?" 


Joan sensed Bob's insecurity and automatically closed the 


gap 
between them until she was brushing his elbow with her 
breasts. 


"She did!" He pushed her away. "Joan - the truth?" 
"The truth?" she repeated as a query. 

"Nothing but.. ." 

"They've done John Saunderson!" 

"Dazzler?" 

She nodded, afraid to single him out. 

"This makes our position precarious." 


"It does not," Joan rapped. "Those blokes wouldn’t destroy 
our 
hopes. John grassed .. 


"And next?" Bob asked sincerely. 


"The score is settled. Any leanings | had..." Joan's eyes 
misted. 
"There's Brian..." 


"I’ve saved a little," Bob mentioned off-handedly. "I spoke 
to the 
doctor the other day. He might be able to straighten Brian 
out..." 


"You what?" Joan sounded amazed. And she was. 


"For you, kiddo," Bob smiled, generously. "And for him..." 
He 
jerked a thumb at Robert dropping off to sleep. "I won't have 
my son 
called a bastard. Not ever!" 


Joan looked around and saw that everybody was 
concentrating on 
getting goods off the supermarket shelves. Her hand darted 
out, fingers 
squeezing where it hurt Bob's creamery. "I love you - and 
don't, for 
Crissakes, scream! That's love - like hurt!" 


Bob suffered silently. He understood. He was thankful Joan 
adored 
him. If not... 


CHAPTER FIVE 


FOUR blokes sat around a campfire. A battered American 
Pontiac 
had settled into the sand above it's white side-wall tyres. 
Nobody gave 
adamn. 


Strange shapes fetched up ghostly, childhood fears against 
a 
weak-mooned desert horizon. Typical Outback shapes. 
Fantastic. 
Non-English frighteners. 


"This isn't gonna be easy," Geordie said. 


Joe lit a smoke from a burning stick. He loathed this desert. 
The 
unknown quantities out there - beyond the fire's flickering 
fingertips. 
Weird animals. Snakes. Spiders. Crawlies of every 
description. 
Horrible things. 


Jock tilted his bottle and gurgled happily. 
Geordie scowled. "Can't you lay off the booze, man?" 


"Git knotted!" Jock barked, waving the bottle. "Ye canna 
abide a 
Scotsman havin' his delight..." 


Joe sensed the atmosphere between the two. "Knock it off," 
he said 
calmly. 


Lord straddled a porous log. His gear sparkled in the 
firelight. 
Day-glo colourings on shoulder patches gleamed brightly. 
One said: 
BE A SPORT. The other: DROP 'EM. Assuming his haughty 
stance 
he gazed down at Jock. "The problem as | see it, is not so 
much how 
we attack but why..." 


Cursing Tim for lumbering him with such mates, Joe let 
their 
bickering pass over his head. In the four weeks he'd been in 
Australia 
he'd come to accept one major difference between Down 
Under and 
England - it didn't pay to push too hard here. Skins were an 
alien 
breed. Bloody Pommie bastards! Outcasts of society in every 
conceivable way. Hoodlums to be hounded by police and 
shunned by 
everyone else. 


Thankfully Tony had done a fine job tracing Charlie McVey. 
His 
yellow-rag had underworld connections. Better grassers than 
the police 
department commanded. Mr Big's address in Elizabeth Park 
had 
proved to be so much bullshit. A wild goose flying its kite a 
thousand 
miles from where Charlie and his wife had actually been 
located. 


No longer, though! 
Tony had unearthed a bloke with knowledge and... 
"Let's get the hell back to Perth," Joe suggested. 


Lord studied their leader. "Afraid of the dark?" 


Coming to his feet Joe thrust his face against that of Lord. 
Fists 
balled into battering rams, he waited for the slightest sign of 


a fighting 

willingness. "Fuck you, pal!" he snarled. "I'm sick of hearin’ 
your 

bleedin’ voice. Your complaints. If you don't wanna follow me 
why the 


hell did you agree to come?" 


Lord smiled, carefully holding free hands out from his 
sides. In the 
open. A symbol of surrender. "I wasn't doing anything, old 
chap. 
Tim's a friend .. ." 


This bastard couldn't fight a pregnant whore, Joe thought. 
Shrugging off his antagonism he turned towards the Pontiac. 


"Let's go.. 
"Watch it!" Geordie's voice shouted. 


Joe ducked and wheeled, heels puffing up sand. Lord was 
trying to 
brain him with a log. Joe straightened, took the blow ona 
raised 
forearm and lashed out with his foot. Catching Lord in the 
groin, he 
saw the club fall from his opponent's hand, heard the air 
whoosh from 
burning throat. 


"Twat!" Joe yelled, letting the viciousness in him flow down 
his 
legs. As Lord staggered backwards, Joe's other boot landed 
in the 
bloke's belly. Kicked him flat. 


"Stomp him!" Jock chortled. 


Joe felt the jarring up both legs as he battered the helpless 
Lord. 
His feet worked over the other until the sand about was 
blood crimson. 


Panting, Joe glanced at the flushed Geordie. "Thanks," he 
said. 


Geordie nodded, bending to examine Lord. He's fuckin’ 
cold," he 
said in admiration, "Christ - look at his face!" 


Jock slugged a stiff jolt and weaved above the unconscious 
traitor. 
"He's nay pretty ... Ach, serves him right! You canna fart in 
a man's 
face an' not get shit on!" 


Joe laughed. Near alcoholic or not, Jock was the best comic 
relief 
going. And, as a Glasgow razor-man he rated higher than a 
dozen 
haughty blokes like Lord. "Bung him in the car," he told 
Geordie. 


"Who the blazes is going to drive?" Geordie asked. 


"Me," Jock declared and, finishing his bottle, tossed the 
empty into 
the desert outside the firelight's glow. 

Reg Allen entered his house and walked straight through 
the 
kitchen to the living room. Sunlight criss-slatted the room as 
it came 
from the half-closed Venetian blinds. Formed delightful 
patterns across 
Terry's sleeping figure. 


Even in this advanced state of pregnancy she looked 
terrific. 


Without disturbing his wife, Reg returned to the kitchen 
and put the 
kettle on to boil. He glanced into the refrigerator, but found 
nothing to 
appeal to his snack-conscious palate. Wandered to a 
cupboard and 
hesitated over a can of red salmon. 


"It would taste great with sliced cucumber and pickled 
onions on the 
side," Terry's voice said behind him. 


He turned, gathering her into his arms. "And how's my little 
mother today?" he asked kissing her. 


"Not so bloody little." Terry laughed, freeing herself. "Feel 
like 
a.. 

"Bit?" 

"God, you're never satisfied." 

"Are you?" 


Terry stroked her belly. "I was eight months ago. Reg - tell 
me 
something ..." Her face was all serious now. "What happens 
if our 
first one is a girl?" 


"She'll be called a few names." 
"Oh!" Terry looked downcast. 
"Like Rose Joanna Violet Allen," Reg finished. 


Teny chuckled happily. "Much better than what I was 
anticipating," she remarked. 


"Well, say something about my choice," Reg prompted. 


"I'm glad you put Rose first," Terry replied with a semi-sob. 
She 
could never forget Rose. The murder. The terrible 
Siddlecombe affair. 
Her days as a sort... 


Reg opened the John West salmon. Middle-cut naturally. 
"Where's 
the cucumber?" 


"In the crisper," Terry got bread from the bin. "How many?" 


"Two, thanks. l've been starved all day." Reg opened his 
tunic. 
"That Inspector can't be human. You know, I've never seen 
him stop 
for a meal once." 


Preparing the sandwiches, Terry listened to Reg's account 
of his 
day. She loved hearing about his work. How he acted as a 
sort of 
go-between. Stopping the Inspector persecuting kids 
because they 
seemed aimless, drifters, layabouts. Not once denying him 
the money 
he often slipped to some of the worst down-and-out cases. 
She could 
remember way back when Reg had helped her in a difficult 
situation. 


"Shut up," she smiled eventually. "You're adorable and 
promotion 
isn't too far distant, but if you want me to have a healthy 
child please 
relieve my tension and eat!" 


Reg grinned and slapped her bottom playfully. "Missus 
Allen," he 
said in mock seriousness. "When they discharge you from 


the hospital 

with our son I'll whip you into bed and start working ona 
brother for 

him." 


Joe Hawkins strolled Perth's downtown shopping area. He 
could 
feel cold eyes survey his gear, his brand of arrogance, as he 
pushed into 
the crowds. He didn't give a damn. The people here were 
more 
accustomed to seeing skins than anywhere else in Australia. 
Ship-jumpers and the gathering of the clans had made Perth 
the 
Skinhead capital of Down Under. 


This was an affluent region. A sunshine city. A bustling, 
hustling 
paradise. An expanding, sober community thrusting it's 
environs deep 
into a hinterland well able to support a population ten times 
what it 
was. 


The years spent inside the Moor had changed Joe's thinking 
more 
than he cared to admit. He'd read books. Studied a little. 
Committed 
to memory certain facts. Some to do with Western Australia. 
He knew 
the Americanisation that had transformed a pro-British 
people into a 
Pommie-hating conglomeration. 


Wrong, he thought. Not hating. Just disappointment. 
Saddened by 
various British government decrees that placed Europeans 
ahead of old 


and trusted allies. Kinfolk. Those who had fought and died 
and been 

maimed to keep a Kingdom united. Strong. Free from being 
overrun. 

A land that went on bended knees to Africans and Asians 
and booted 

Old Commonwealth whites in collective arses. 


He found Tim outside a coffee bar. Palm strewn. Clean. 
Operated 
in accordance with strict health rules. 


“Lord has a broken jaw," Tim mentioned in greeting. 


"Fuckin' fortunate he hasn't a broken spleen," Joe 
remarked. 


"I'm sorry, Joe -1 just couldn't make it..." 


Joe studied his mate as a waiter brought their coffees. 
There was an 
underlying nervous tension doing strange things to Tim's 
features. All 
worried and darting eyed. "Wot's got your guts in a tangle?" 
Joe asked 
softly. 


"Me?" Tim forced a laugh. "Nuthin', Joe. Honest!" 


"You're uptight like an old granny," Joe snapped. Taking the 
spoon 
with which he'd stirred his coffee, Joe jammed it hard against 
Tim's 
hand. Saw the pain shoot through the other's eyes although 
he didn't 
make an effort to remove the hand. 


"Wot did that prove?" Tim asked helplessly. 


Joe shrugged, placing the spoon in his saucer. A red mark 
formed 
an outline on Tim's hand. "You're worried about something." 


"Okay ... okay! | was scared," Tim admitted. "I've seen 
Aussies 
fight - in a pub in Manchester. Bleedin' maniacs they are." 


"So | count you out when | go after Charlie?" 
"You don’t have to..." 
"Are you tellin' me or warnin'?" 


A police squad car tooled leisurely down the street, non- 
driver 
letting his gaze drift over everybody. 


"Fuzz!" Tim snarled. 


"Forget 'em," Joe snapped. "What's this about Charlie an' 
me?" 


"Tony says to cool it. He's got an idea." Flicking cigarette 
ash into 
a dish, Tim tilted his face towards the bright, hot sun. 


"Like?" Joe asked, tense. 


"He's got his editor to clear an interview with Burt Cramer. 
He'll 
broaden it to include other blokes in the town an'..." 

Joe smiled. His imagination ran riot. Plant a bug in Charlie’s 
mind 
and they could get him on the run again. Maybe another 
change of 
name... No, not that. Charlie was stuck with his passport 
moniker, 
his ‘official’ papers. Just as he himself had to be content with 
his new 
identification. On the run. . He liked that notion. Somewhere 
outside Cramer's protection. Away from a convict-owned 
community 
where bent cops could beat the hell out of a guy and no 


comebacks. Far 
from beer-swilling heavies. 


Another thought attacked Joe. "How long's this gonna 
take?" he 
asked, conscious of his rapidly diminishing bankroll. 


Tim licked the back of his injured hand. "A week. Maybe 
two..." 


CHAPTER SIX 


LISTENING to the chants coming from the drunken mob, 
Tom 
Walsh had to admit that his urgent move from London to 
Bristol had 
not taken him into a nowhere, do nothing city. Inside four 
days he had 
encountered enough modem skins and their ilk to bring 
back memories 
of days spent putting the old boot in. 


He'd changed. A helluva lot. Being in the jug had 
broadened his 
knowledge. Gave him a new slant on crime. 


Walking past Frost & Reeds, he wished he could whip some 
of the 
expensive oil paintings on display in their windows - knew it 
was an 
impossible dream. Places like this had too many alarm 
systems geared 
Smack into the nearest fuzz station. He looked across the 
traffic-jammed streets at the theatre. The pubs. The nosh 
joints. 

He had no idea how much Bristol had changed in the past 
few years 
-but it had. Was still undergoing a facelift. 


The City supporters moved through the Saturday evening 
crowds. 
He wondered where the fuzz were and then spotted them. 


Coming to 
head off the drunks. 


Bleedin idiots, Tom thought. Once the pigs get your face in 
focus 
you're beat! He shrugged and turned on his heels. The last 
thing he 
wanted was a copper checking his identity. 


God, he'd been lucky getting away from that Irish scrubber. 
She'd 
broken in five minutes questioning. Sang her bleedin? Cork 
head off. 


His fingers touched the wad of money in his trouser pocket. 
It had 
been a lovely haul. He could afford to live like a slightly 
impoverished 
Lord until he got a bird willing to help him to another hit... 


Lily Wright adjusted the cushions and placed her feet on a 
stool. 
Light pooled round her from a standard lamp strategically 
positioned 
behind her wing-back chair. Down the room another lamp 
burned - on 
a table, casting its subtle reflections on a variety of objects. 


Before she opened the report on her lap, Lily gazed at the 
room. 
Getting the same tireless glow inside her. She loved this 
sanctuary. 
Her private den. Away from television and her children's 
incessant 
chatter. Away from Roger's interested questions concerning 
her current 
political projects. 


Her eyes rested intimately on a figure occupying one end 
of a sofa 
table. Omar Khayyam, poet, and her favourite piece. Beside 
this, an 
open volume of his verse on a stand - complete with Persian 
coloured 
picture. 


She sighed and dropped her eyes to the report. Opened it. 
As she 
read her face underwent drastic change. Became stretched. 
The mouth 
tight as a prissy maid's. 


How dare they publish such works? she asked herself. 


Continuing to read, horrific shudders wracked her neat, 
slender 
frame. She felt slightly sick. Setting the report on an end- 
table, she 
got to her feet and paced the room as torments flooded her 
mind. 


"I've got to stop this pernicious trash," she spoke aloud. 
"Nobody 
Should be allowed to read..." 


She paused before Omar Khayyam. Felt ashamed within 
herself. It 
was as if the figurine had a soul. An insight. Clapping hands 
across 
her face, she silently washed her soul. A statue did not have 
feelings. 
Ability to work miracles. Her church training told her that. 
Idols, as 
such, went against His word. 


She marched from the den now, determined. Her political 
influence 
was great. She had a reputation for refusing high office, 


being content 

to pursue her strict moral codes from the sanctuary of the 
back-benches. 

She knew that many people considered her a do-gooder, an 
interfering 

pest. She did not care what the others said. Her puritanical 
upbringing 

had left its mark. An impression that could not be moved by 
higher 

heads. 


If only parents vetoed their children's reading material! 
Made 
them go to every service every Sunday of the year! 


She entered the small study and consulted her telephone 
number 
pad. Within forty minutes she had her campaign organised. 
The local 
press would support her - the editor was a distant cousin 
anda 
churchman, too. The Canon had promised. And one of her 
party 
wheels had assured her that the material would be 
examined by their 
powerful committee dealing with obscene publications. 


Satisfied, Lily returned to her den. Smug. Glowing 
victoriously. 


The report lay on the end table - ignored now. Its 
assumptions 
based solely on one letter to an editor. A reporter's sudden 
notion that 
he could capture headlines for a three-article sensational 
series. A 
journalistic farce packed with inaccuracies and aimed only at 


selling 
extra copies... 
x x OX 


Across the city, Nelson Emmett listened to his editor tell 
him over 
the telephone how they'd hit the jackpot. "Get me more 
copy. Get an 
interview with this writer!" 


Nelson replaced the 'phone. 


"I'm cold," the teenage girl sharing his bed murmured. 
"Come on - 
warm me in the nice way!" 


"Later," Nelson said, lighting a cigarette. He didn't like this 
situation. Regrets filled him. "Bloody 'Prissy Lil'," he moaned 
and 
climbed naked from the bed. 


"Now what?" the girl asked petulantly. 


Nelson stared at her. Breasts like melons. Firm and 
strawberry 
tipped. Eagerness flitting across her young face. Eyes 
begging for sex. 
Sex. And more sex. 


"I've been a rat," Nelson snapped, fed-up with her. "Some 
poor 
bastard is going to get clobbered and all because | slammed 
him..." 


Ignoring the girl's puzzlement, the reporter wished to hell 
he could 
counter his controversial articles with a pen-picture of Lily 
Wright. He 
detested her type more than the professional authors who 
catered for 
public taste. More than he condemned the man he'd 


inaccurately slated 

and he wished to blazes he'd stressed one important fact. 
The books 

so swiftly bought from the stands had merit - as 
contemporary epics 

dealing with a specific social problem. 


"Get me a drink," the girl said testily. 
"Go to the pub!" 


The girl climbed from the bed, displaying her sensuous 
nudity with 
pornographic suggestions before climbing into her knickers. 


Nelson stared at her arse stretching the knicker fabric. She 
had it 
everywhere. And loved sharing the goodies. 


"Have a bloody good look," the girl grated. "It's your last!" 


The reporter smiled faintly, reminded of a current political 
joke 
about what she had hidden. Not even in the depths of his 
brain would 
he voice the joke. At that moment he was fully aware of 
libels. 
Slanders. Getting tangled in the due process of laws ... Too 
many 
writs were going the course. Too many innuendoes hanging 
in 
abeyance in an editorial desk. A Royal Commission on this. A 
Royal 
Commission on that. 


"| could tell a few things about you," the girl said, packing 
her tits 
into a shallow brassiere. 


Nelson grinned, shrugged. A lot of people could blow the 
gaffona 


lot of others, but the so-called Press freedom didn't stretch 
to letting 

everybody have their rightful say. Many a story had been 
killed 

because it wasn't done to expose the upper strata of 
political life. 

Because the politicians protected themselves to the limits of 
actual 

suppression of facts. The Club certainly looked after it's 
members! 


"Say something, bastard," the girl screamed. 

"Go find another stupid prick," Nelson slammed. 

. "A better one!" she said and left him wondering if he was 
getting 
too old for this caper... 

Marissa Stone nibbed frantically against the youth's body, 
hands 
fondling his face. Fingers creeping through his hair. Hot 
breathing 
beating on his mouth as she attempted to arouse him. 


"Please... 
please," she moaned. 


For Terry Walker their reunion meant the culmination of 
revenge 
against Joe Hawkins. He'd done his time. Like Marissa. She'd 
changed some. Looked older now, but the body hadn't 
suffered. Hadn't 
forgotten Joe's brand of sex. 


"Tell me how you want it," Terry panted. 


Her lips brushed his ear and whispers poured filth into the 
drum. 
Her hands couldn't stop working on his clothing. Her lips 


grinding like 
fury. 
The near-slum room did not appeal to Terry. He had always 
liked 
his Mayfair bit. Lush surrounds. But. .. 


"Bitch!" he snarled and ripped her blouse off. 
"Yes...yes... yes!" 


Her breasts tumbled free when he tore the bra apart. O/der 
women 
have something special to offer, Terry thought and fastened 
his mouth 
to an erect nipple. 


Marissa sobbed, unable to quell the flooded sensations 
settled in her 
loins. Damn that Joe! she thought. He brought me to this! 


She remembered when she /ived with Joe. How he'd 
treated her. 
The beating. But, oh, those magical nights... He'd opened 
her for 
virile explorations. Destroyed her, too. She dropped Terry's 
trousers to 
his ankles. Soared into emotional heights. 


"Did Joe...?". 
Marissa screamed. "Don't mention him ... not yet!" 


Terry smiled inwardly. He took her back within his embrace. 
Screw Hawkins, he thought fast. Screw Marissa - and that 
was a much 
more enjoyable notion. He fumbled her skirt zip down,. slid 
the 
garment off her hips. Quickly loosened knicker elastic 
enough to geta 
palm sliding over her belly . .. fingers exploring the nest. 


Slut... slut... slut... 


Even although she loathed her physical betrayal, Marissa 
could no 
more stop the young man's delightful violations. She 
remembered her 
desire to hibernate after Joe's terrible beating. Her 
determination to 
rehabilitate herself. To shun the Hawkins’ characters of this 
world. To 
close the door on a rotten society and devote herself again 
to good 
works. 


But Joe's influence had been greater than she knew . .. 


She'd tried to steer clear of entanglements. Tried, to ignore 
athletic 
male bodies and the ... 


"Terry... Terry .. she gasped, sinking to the carpet with 
him. 
The threadbare carpet. The nails on the floorboards digging 
into her 
flesh as he raised over her readiness ... 


Contempt smashed against her longing - and was quickly 
put aside. 
Her thighs closed, wrapped. Her hands issuing signals... 


Joe Hawkins walked along the lonely beach, kicking 
Skimmers and 
coiled worm mounds with equal abandon. It seemed as if the 
ocean 
rolled in toward shore for countless thousands of lonely 
miles. 
Undotted. Blue-green and subject to an out-space 
prerogative. A 
watery woman fickle to the last ounce of energy. 


Temperamental. 
Taking moods from Selene - the moon. 


Abba's Waterloo snatched bars from a hit parade to bother 
him. 
The rolling waves didn't exactly match the beat of the 
Swedish tune but 
they didn't break off-key either. 


If | didn't have Charlie McVey on my mind, I'd love this land, 
he 
thought. 


The need to make bread had sent him job-hunting. He'd 
several 
offers - all paying a decent salary. The woman owning the 
house he 
roomed in couldn't have been better selected if God Himself 
had made 
the choice of den-mother. 


He picked up a flat beach stone, sent it colliding with 
breakers. A 
memory of Billy and Don on a Brighton shingle shore came 
to haunt 
him. He hurled another stone - smashed a frothy wave-crest. 


Revenge... 

He had to get Charlie! 

Nothing less would satisfy him! 
And then.. 


Settle down here. Forget the past. Make a new life. Better 
himself. 
Work hard and kick over the traces. He was a bit old in the 
tooth for 
skinhead activities. If he didn't want the future nicked from 
his grasp, 
he'd have to make preparations. 


He stopped by a sand dune, slumping against the endless 
shifting 
grains. A placid sun bathed him in its rays. The surf rolled, 
relentlessly. Breaking in thunderous roars. Cascading over 
the ever 
eroding land. A noise in the silence of loneliness. 


Opening his phoney passport he had a little chuckle at the 
name on 
it. Joseph Cyril Addison... "Cyril" indeed! The picture was 
his. 
The stamp undetectable from the genuine article. He liked 
Trevor's 
organisation. They didn't miss a single trick. Poor J.C.A.... 
Long 
dead and planted six under. A victim of circumstances. 
Same age as 
Joe. .. 


Snapping the passport shut Joe placed it in his jacket 
pocket. 


Carrying a dead man's entry to everywhere seemed 
ghoulish 
somehow! 


Yet. .. 


Joseph Cyril Addison had never been issued with a 
passport. The 
bastard never had a chance to travel. He'd drowned at the 
tender age of 
four. But the birth certificate had been issued. Been 
recorded in 
Somerset House. 


Joe recalled what the forger had told him. "If you get into 
trouble 
with the Australian law you're in shit, mate. Once they check 
they'll 


find Addison's death in their files. So..." and the man had 
smiled a 
sadistic farewell, "stay out of their hands!" 


He got to thinking about the number of people roaming the 
globe 
using a dead man's right to "stay alive". A helluva lot of 
ghosts! 


An aircraft blossomed from a tiny speck into a jumbo-sized 
blob and 
roared overhead. Another load of British escapees, Joe 
thought. Since 
he'd arrived Down Under he'd been shocked to discover how 
many 
people there were in this island continent just out of 
England. 
Ordinary, decent working men and their families. Doctors 
and nurses. 
Writers and artists. Brains drained from a country letting 
itself go 
downhill because nobody seemed to know how to control 
the 
power-mad TUC leaders. The sharp-tactic developers. The 
fervent 
Common Marketeers. 


Joe got to his feet. Much as he was getting to like his new 
land he 
still belonged in London. The London of former years ... 


CHAPTER SEVEN 


CONSCIOUS of furtive eyes following him, Tony Greer tried 
to 
appear calm. Sweat trickled down from his armpits. It was 
searing hot 
but his perspiration did not come from nature’s attempts to 
broil him. 


He had seldom felt such tight fear. One wrong move, he 
reckoned, 
would send a bullet smashing into his spine or get the first 
fist in his 
kidneys. 

He played it cool as possible, got into his car. Across the 
street, 
one of Cramer's pet cops, leant on the bonnet of a dust-dirty 
police ear 
and watched him narrowly. 


This ts it, Tony thought and started the engine. Slowly, 
Striving for 
that air of nonchalance known to fearless individuals, he 
drew on to the 
street and geared into second. Bravado made him nod to 
the cop - then 
he was gathering speed and putting distance between him 
and Cramer's 
town. 


He had an article. And a threat not to publish more than 
Burt 


"Snake" Cramer had dictated. The look in those beady eyes 
had been 

enough for Tony. Only a fool would go against the ex-con's 
order. 


Maybe it had been because Cramer had believed. he was a 
tame 
publicist on his line that Tony was allowed to speak to others 
in the 
community. Hard nuts like their boss. Outcasts from a dozen 
countries. Criminals working for slave wages in order to 
have 
guaranteed protection. Women whose features bore the 
indelible stamp 
of their profession on unbeautiful faces. 


Joe's description of Charlie McVey hadn't been far off. He'd 
found 
his man and hinted in the broadest way that some 
recognition had 
taken place. His mention of being a former English crime 
reporter had 
made an impression. 


Several eagles wheeled high above the scrubland, keeping 
their 
vigilant eyes peeled for roaming rabbits. Dust clouds 
billowed behind 
his car, preventing him from seeing if Cramer's mob were 
following. 
He rioted a reddish-dull mound off to the right. If Joe 
Hawkins wanted 
to keep a check on McVey this would be an ideal spot. As far 
as he was 
concerned, he'd done all he intended doing for the ex-skin. 
His debt to 
Tim was paid. 


x OK OK 


As the dust-cloud faded into a burning landscape, Charlie 
McVey lit 
a cigarette and downed a schooner of hot beer. Doubts 
nagged him. 
Had it just been imagination when that reporter deliberately 
dropped 
the bombshell about being an ex-crime man? 


An awful desire to smash his fist against something hit 
Charlie. His 
mind darted back to the Moor and that day when he'd 
taught Hawkins a 
bloody lesson. How often he’d voiced subconscious regrets 
for it. How 
often he'd come shooting awake at night to find himself 
bathed in 
Sweat. 


Man to man he didn't fear Joe. He'd always been able to 
take care of 
himself in any brawl. But he had Martha to consider. That 
plus the 
fact he could not afford a brush with the Australian law. 
Getting 
another schooner of beer, he mentally cursed Trevor 
Henderson for 
letting Joe out of England. What a bonus payment for being 
a loyal 
servant! 

Mind you, he mused as the sun beat against the 
corrugated iron roof 
of the booze shed and made the beer hotter, Martha isn't 
happy here. 


And he didn't bloody blame her! 


Man wasn't meant to exist under such primitive conditions. 
Wastelands with but one claim to fame - ore. A criminal 
haven with 
more restrictions than in a free society. Every individual 
paying his 
respects and a percentage of take to Cramer and his goon 
squads. 

Inadequate sanitation. Homes buzzing with life forms to 
drive a sane 
woman crazy. Hustlers as the only company. 


He reached a decision. The faster he got Martha off to 
civilisation 
the better. She could find them a bungalow, furnish every 
room as she 
wished. Get acquainted with the neighbours and claim her 
old man 
was working for the Coober Pedy opal fields. 


A slow smile touched his dry lips. 


Coober Pedy wasn't such a flamin' bad notion! Call it 
establishment 
and, perhaps, getting a few grand more with which to see 
them through 
the years ahead. 


Finishing his beer, he strolled along the dusty street to 
Cramer's 
palace. No matter who a guy was, he checked in and out 
with Burt. 
That was "the law”. No ifs and no buts. As absolute monarch 
of all he 
surveyed, Cramer didn't take lightly to cracks about his 
town or its 
inhabitants. He'd have to put the news across very carefully. 
Just right 
to gain Cramer's sympathy and an exit visa... 


Joe laughed as Tom Randall tried to bluff. The gun in Joe's 
hand 
made Randall's objections seem pathetically immature. 


"You can't kill me," Randall said. 
"I can, and I will if you don't fork out the dough!" 
"LOOK, Joe..." 


The gun flicked and the sound of the hammer cocking filled 
the 
tranquil green with terror. Half-timbered houses slumbered 
into 
centuries' old accustomisation of violence. They had seen 
Roundheads 
and Cavaliers fighting it out on these same battlefields and 
none of the 
strife and mayhemious conduct had drastically altered their 
outlook. 
The green remained as peaceful a place for contemplation 
and cricket. 
The surrounding countryside stayed as it had for Doomsday 
recordings. Only small holes in the ground and a few grave 
markers 
remained to testify to the struggles that had taken place 
within these 
precincts. 


A Joe Hawkins or Tom Randall more or less would not 
shatter their 
facades... 


"The money, "Joe demanded. 


Seated in a comer of the copper and brass festooned bar, 
Tom 
Randall remembered his final meeting with Joe Hawkins. A 
little smile 
played round his fatter cheeks, moving his beer-frothed lips. 


Life, in 

his estimation, always had its compensations. Like when 
he'd read 

about Joe's capture. That had given him a glow. Evened a 
score. 


"You look like you've swallowed a steak," Harry Jones - 
Jones the 
butcher - said. 


"| was remembering a bastard | once knew," Tom replied 
and 
swilled. 


"When I think about that kind, | scowl," Harry mentioned 
casually, 
not interested in carrying on a conversation about past 
shadows. 


Randall caught the inference and forgot Joe. "Are you sure 
this 
meat can be sold on an open market?" he asked. 

Jones the butcher crossed his Welsh heart. "Boyo, I'm 
putting 
myself out front. I'm running the real risks, ain't 1?" 

Tom had to admit this was the truth. His job seemed simple 
enough. Steal a van, make the pick-up and drive their cargo 
to several 
destinations whilst Harry flogged the nicked beef to some 
old mates. 

He wouldn't be seen. And his share was a cool fifty per cent. 


"One thing, though," Jones said softly . .. 
There had to be a bleedin' catch, Tom thought. 
"The cattle are still alive. You'll have to help me load 'em!" 


Tom laughed uproariously. Rustling! That's what the bloody 
Taffy 


wanted him to do! Drive up to some farm and round-up cows 
fora 

future slaughter . .. What a.caper! He liked it better than 
ever. 


"Something | said is funny?" Jones asked, hurt in his eyes. 
"Not a bit," Tom replied, tears running down his cheeks. 
"It's me - 
I've a warped sense of humour. Go on, Harry - tell me more 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


LOTTIE NEWMAN stared across the L-shaped room at the 
small, 
blue ceramic shoe with its accusing KIDDERMINSTER written 
in 
white along one side. She kept threatening to throw the 
damned thing 
in the dustbin, but.. . Tossing her head, she forced herself 
to let Joseph 
come into focus. 


"What a bloody pair," she said silently in her frenetic mind. 


Picking up her son, she cuddled him against her warm 
breasts. Her 
naked breasts. His little fingers coiling over one nipple as 
quizzical 
eyes contemplated the nub. 


"You just cut that out," Lottie told the child, removing his 
hand. "I 
don't want you getting randy before you can walk straight." 
She 
smiled, heard his gurgle of pleasure. He didn't understand a 
word, but 
her voice belonged to him. Was his only contact with an 
adult world. 


Placing Joseph in his cot, Lottie gave him a plastic red toy 
to play 
with as she wandered down the L-branch and turned on the 
television. 
It was about time for his favourite programme - Disney's 
cavorting 
creatures. Pluto, Donald Duck, Robin Hood, Goofy. 


The set took ages to warm. She stood there, balanced on 
one foot. 
Light from a partially blocked-out window filtered through 
the drawn 
curtains and created sensuous high tones across her nudity. 
Glistened 
on powder. Sparkled on droplets not yet completely dry after 
her fast 
shower. 


She caught a distorted picture of herself on the telly's 
Slightly curved 
screen before a cathode image broke through to blot out her 
exciting 
curves. 


Something snapped inside her and she wished she'd worn 
a robe. 
Anything to shield those betraying zones from sight. A 
shudder rushed 
down her spine and swelled to vibrate her breasts and 
buttocks. 


God, she hadn't been able to dwell upon her obvious 
charms since 
that day ... 


"Poor little bastard!" 


Almost as if he'd heard her remark, Joseph bawled and 
tossed his 
plaything from the cot. 


The screen filled, brightened, and flooded with colour. 
Going to her 
son, Lottie propped him up against a pillow. "There. . there 


mummy didn't mean it," she said as he tilted his head from 
side to side 
and watched the shooting star clusters announce Disney's 


latest, 
offering. 


Leaving Joseph to his simple treat, Lottie went into the 
kitchen and 
began to prepare his bottle. She was so thankful she hadn't 
let the 
doctor talk her out of having Joe Hawkins' child. Not that 
she'd 
honestly wanted any part of that skinhead bastard inside 
her. There'd 
been many moments of indecision. To spawn his monster or 
forever rid 
herself of the nightmare. To cleanse the. dirt from her womb 
and risk a 
successful operation or... What traumatic days they'd 
been until she 
decided to give birth to this boy. 


Son of skinhead! 
Joseph Newman, Officially ... 
Father's name - none! 


Joseph chuckled, clapping his baby hands. Lottie smiled. It 
had 
been worthwhile, she figured. People had been so good. The 
police 
and that policewoman, especially. The doctors and nurses. 
The social 
workers. But she hadn't stayed around Kidderminster. 
Facing every 
day, knowing that somebody would point and comment, 
hadn't been a 
scene for Joseph's forming years. 


She missed her old flat. Old friends. New allies. Yet, and 
her eyes 


misted a bit, a girl had to make sacrifices for her lovely son 


Joe Hawkins strolled down the street, unconscious of the 
youngster 
sitting in the middle of the dirt road digging for whatever 
kids find 
interesting between dust and hard-packed gravel. He didn't 
even see 
the lop-eared dog lying on a parched lawn watching his 
young master 
with an attached, yet .detached at the moment, 
protectiveness. Nor the 
two gossiping women blithely oblivious of the danger to the 
boy. 


Joe had things on his mind. Pressing problems. High on the 
list 
was a shortage of cash. He hadn't counted on Charlie McVey 
being so 
bloody elusive. Hadn't reckoned on Aussie skins being a 
bunch of 
money-grabbin' bleedin’ yobbos. 


He reached the intersection and paused. Maybe he was 
being hard 
on Down Under skins, he allowed momentarily. The ones 
he'd met 
hadn't exactly been the type to encourage fraternal links 
even back in 
Blighty. Definitely not East Enders ... 


He scowled and kicked dust as he started across the 
bisecting streets. 
His memories of old East End mates parted clouds of loyalty 
and 
showed him that his gang had never been genuine pals once 
he lost the 


leadership. Billy, Don, Hymie ... A bunch of bastards when 
he'd 

needed them most. When survival counted for - what? A 
crooked job? 

Or just a kip? 


Billy teased his small Yiddish beard and waited for Hymie's 
wife to 
bend over. When she did, he got a hard-on. Christ, I'd screw 
her, he 
thought and swung away before Hymie appeared. 


From behind his office window, Hymie silently cursed his 
oa for arousing Billy. She bloody knew what the sight 
iene tuft of hair did to him. Rapping the glass, Hymie 
summoned his wife into the office. The fuckin' bitch, he 
a ail There's no justice. She kicks my ass out of bed and 
Etna teasing anything capable of getting a slander. 


Billy heard the insistent rapping and grinned. It wouldn't 
hurt the 
slut to get a tongue-lashing, although he had some notions 
along those 
lines. She'd been offering the depth for so long he was ready 
to risk his 
job with Hymie to satisfy his manhood. Or the bitch! 


Going into the sweat-shop, Billy hesitated behind Pam. Her 
knockers bounced freely inside a loose sweater. Her huge 
arse 
overflowing her chair. Her full thighs working energetically 
on the 
sewing machine. Sweat gave the entire area a sex-bed 
atmosphere. 


Pam suddenly stopped and glanced at Billy. She leered. 
"Genin' 
kicks offa my arse?" she asked. 


Billy flushed, fingered his beard and strutted' down the 
line. Damn 
that brass! He knew she laid it on the pad for every 
Whitechapel pimp. 
Got an advance for services she would, one day, render to 
some brutal 
docker. Some wog needing a white crumpet to remind him 
that native 
peoples were second class citizens. 


I'll bet Joe wouldn’t have wasted a second on Pam, Billy 
thought 
then. /f he'd fancied her, he'd have whipped her skirt over 
her eyes and 
banged it in. 


A tick twitched his left eye. He still had this guilt complex 
where 
Joe Hawkins was concerned. He'd failed his old mate. The 
same as 
Hymie and Don had. Don... Yeah, he was doing okay 
nowadays. 


Him and Dora and their three kids - a singleton and twins: 
He excused 
himself mentally from over-indulgence down memory lane.. 


Somehow, Dora caught Billy's telepathic sending. Six miles 
from 
Hymie's sweat-shop, she felt cold shivers and hurried into 
Don's little 
den. _ 


"No tea," Don said over his shoulder. 


"| wasn't offering tea... " 


Don straightened from his desk and glanced at Dora. "The 
kids? Is 
something wrong with the kids?" 


Dora smiled and calmed her husband. "There isn't anything 
wrong, 
Don - I'm feeling punk! Rough! Thinking back to Joe..." 


Don slammed his chair aside and got to his feet, furious. 
"Forget 
Joe, Dora - that's final ! " 


"Don't you ever have a twinge of conscience?" 


Don had. More than once. "Honey," he pleaded. "I've got 
you and 
the kids to feed. I've got ambitions. Must | always be 
reminded of the 
day | turned my arse on Joe Hawkins? He didn't do anything 
for me - 
not as an individual. He called the tunes and we danced. Joe 
led and 
we followed. Oh - don't start bawling -1 like Joe. Always will - 
but I'm 
not fashioning our future on his escapes. I've done a lot to 
crawl out of 
a gutter. I've provided us with a home and a business..." 
He 
grunted, slamming his palms against the scattered papers 
on his 
bargain-basement desk with its scores and knife-hunks cut 
from the 
edges. "Maybe it isn't a tycoon's idea of going places, but | 
sure as hell 
feel we're above the slum background | knew as Joe's mate 


Dora came close to her husband, kissed his cheek and 
retreated with 
an apologetic grin. "Back to work, slave," she chortled. 
"Make it for 
the kids if not me... " 


Tony had quilled Charlie McVey into running. For that Joe 
Hawkins felt eternally grateful, but far from satisfied. 
Somehow, he'd 
had the notion that once Charlie broke from Cramer's 
protective screen, 
his final revenge would be immediately forthcoming. 


Not so! 
Before he could get organised, Charlie flew the coop! 


Now the hunt was on again. With one subtle difference. 
Word 
filtered down to Joe where Charlie had gone. Where his wife 
had 
holed-up waiting for his safe return. 


Although his skinhead mates did occasionally come up with 
something worthwhile, Joe kept himself to himself. He didn't 
trust 
these Aussie skins. The environment did not lend itself to 
the 
operations of his old gang. Nor did the police Skinhead 
Squads leave 
the island continent open for exploitation as a tight-knit 
London 
community had. Football aggro didn't seem to appeal to 
these yobbos. 

They wanted to roam far and free in car loads. Take a district 
and 

terrorise it for an hour or so and then vanish. None of the 
Paki-bashing 

tactics. None of the "we're cock-o'-the-walk" weekly 


crusades to this or 
that ground and a battle for supremacy with other bootboy 
brigades. 


All his landing joy had been drained by experience. The 
tabloids 
could rant and rave all they wanted, but as far as Joe was 
concerned, 
these sports didn't have the first idea what a skinhead was 
like, or how 
destructive he could be when turned loose on a Saturday 
afternoon. 


Christ, he thought, they'd have seven shits of seven 
colours if they'd 
ever witnessed a West Ham versus Chelsea Shed battle. Or 
Manchester 
United fans going on an excursion spree. Or Glasgow Celtic 
fanatics 
getting to grips with their Rangers foes. 


What went against the grain was the Aussie cop. He didn't 
take into 
account the individual's liberty. It was enough for somebody 
to put one 
boot in and the old gun appeared. Threatening. Menacing. 
Or a stick 
over the head. A cosh to the ear. 


A bloke didn't get an even break to break a few skulls. 


Seated next to Ray Castle, dust pluming like orbital motes, 
Joe 
studied his companion and found himself liking the ex- 
Exeter skin. 
They were about the same height - six foot plus a little. Hard 
outside 
and in. Not by any way addicted to change for change's 
Sake. 


Crew-cut, denims, boots - the symbols of early British 
skinhead 
uniformism. 


"I've heard that Coober Pedy's a hard place," Ray said, 
holding the 
steering wheel steady as the road went into a series of 
washboards. 


"Yeah..." Joe cursed the dirt road that was Australia's link 
with 
North and South. With Darwin and Adelaide. A thin dust 
ribbon 
cutting the continent in half. 


"I worked in the Cornish tin mines for a year," Ray 
remarked, 
relaxing as the road took a five mile straight across 
scrubland. "Opals 
ain't my scene but..." 


Joe smiled to himself. They'd studied the data on Coober 
Pedy and 
the opal fields. Taking the riches to be found, the area 
sounded like a 
paradise come true. But letting other factors get into the 
act, it wasn't 
even a man's world pitted against nature's worst conditions. 
People 
living like moles in hillsides. Water rationed. Heat in the 
120s. Flies 
galore. Opals everywhere, but the chances of hitting a big 
strike within 
a specified time limit - almost against the outsider odds a 
bookie would 
lay on a riding school nag taking the Derby. 


"Well pretend to be miners, but no gettin’ the bug!" 


Roy shrugged. Swung the steering wheel to avoid a pot- 
hole. "I 
was only suggesting," he smiled. 


"Yeah..." Joe sank back against the hot seat. His mouth 
felt dry, 
his body drained of all energy. He wasn't used to these 
temperatures. 
Nor was Ray. Their speed dropped. 


"Where's the next stop-over?" Joe asked. 


"Coober Pedy," Ray rasped, hacking as dust filtered into 
the car and 
swilled around them. 


"How far?" 


Checking his mileage, fuel and distant horizon, the Devon 
Skin 
said, "One-fifty . .. one-seventy." 

"Bleedin' country..." 


Ray kept his reactions to himself. He'd been legally in 
Australia 
five years. He'd come to accept this strange land. Come to 
love its vast 
Spaces. Its customs and people. Given a few more years, he 
reckoned 
Joe would catch on and melt into society. "Is this Charlie 
McVey so 


important?" Ray asked. 


Joe hesitated. They were running along the dingo fence 
now. It 
seemed peculiar that any country should have to erect an 
actual fence to 
keep out its natural predators, but the fence was real. A 
barrier to 
protect the vast sheep stations on its other flank. 


"Have you good reasons for this?" Ray asked in another 
way. 

Joe nodded, then caught on that Ray was concentrating on 
handling 
the vehicle and said, "The most important bloody bloke in 
my life..." 


"Why?" 

"He bleedin’ nearly killed me," Joe replied viciously. 
"In the nick?" 

Joe stiffened. "Who said I'd beenin..." 


"Don't shit on me, mate," Ray said, slamming his foot down 
on the 
gas-pedal. "I did my bird. Six months for bashin’ a fuzz." 


"I killed one,” Joe mentioned before he suddenly realised 
what this 
meant. 


"Jesus!" The car swerved, got back on the wide dirt road. 
‘I’lldo you,.too..." 


Ray took a hand from the wheel and gestured. "Not me, 
mate. | 
couldn't care less if you'd cooled the fuckin’ prime minister 
of this 
Godforsaken land. Jesus..." again. "You're on a hot 
passport, 
ain'tcha?" 


Joe wondered how much he could disclose. Rap appeared 
like a 
decent sort. But did he have the right to leave himself wide- 
open to 
blackmail and deportation ... 


"Man, | ain't gonna blow your cover," Ray said. "I'm legal, 
but if 


they ever caught up with me for indulging my passion for 
this caper, I'd 

be sent back. Like zoom... and a Spell in an Aussie prison 
which I'm 

not prepared to risk." 


Watching the fence skim past, the dirt road stretch 
endlessly across 
a barren landscape, Joe decided to trust his erstwhile mate. 
"McVey 
beat the shit out of me. We'd done bunks before and he 
blamed me for 
genin' one of his mates caught." 


Ray considered Joe's statement. Left some avenues open. 
He had 
no illusions about Joe Hawkins. The bloke had all the signs of 
a vicious 
character. A to-hell-and-beyond get-even skin. A throwback 
to 
another era. 


"Are you with me?" Joe asked. 


"Man, I'm far ahead of you. We're gonna break our backs 
an' you 
ain't even interested in making a million Aussie dollars 
scoopin' opals 
from the ground..." 


CHAPTER NINE 


COOBER PEDY lay in the middle of an enormous sun- 
scorched 
plain where every mound meant another hole-in-the-earth 
dwelling. A 
get away from heat and dust and flies retreat. A room, or 
two, or three 
carved into the rising ground beneath which the precious 
Opal lay. 


The town itself had a main street, shops and a new centre 
which - as 
yet hadn't been occupied. No wonder! It took guts anda 
gambler's 
Spirit to come here. To set up a business that could be 
destroyed 
overnight when wife and kids got driven away by flies and 
an overall 
rationing of water. 


Joe took one look at the town and decided against staying. 
Already, 
flies were infiltrating into Ray's car. Driving him crazy 
brushing them 
off his flesh. And the heat - sweat soaked his shirt, giving 
him an 
uncomfortable itch between his thighs. 


"This is Coo-P," Ray remarked, parking his car. 
"Arse-end of nowhere," Joe said. 
"Rainbow's end," Ray added thoughtfully. 


"That’s laughable," Joe quipped. "They ain't had rain here 
for 
years." His eyes raked the savage landscape. The dirt. Dry 
and 
shimmering under an unsympathetic sun! Specked by 
myriad flies 
buzzing back and forth in search of human targets. 


Getting from the car, Ray grunted and whipped his hand 
away from 
the door handle. "Bleedin' hot," he said. "Where the hell are 
we going 
to stay?" 


Joe had been wondering about that, too. He didn't like the 
prospect 
of living in a hole underground, yet he could see why these 
people 
didn't want ordinary houses. No man or woman could be 
expected to 
take this scorching heat for long. He recognised the air- 
conditioning 
pipes sticking up from the hillsides. The water-holders 
bulkier and 
taller. The aborigines were right when they called Coober 
Pedy "White 
Man In A Hole". Time here hadn't stood still. It had slipped 
back to 
the Stone Age culture. 


"Where ... ?" Ray started to ask again. 


"Shit -I dunno," Joe snapped. He felt the sun getting at his 
temper. 
He flung the rear door of the car wide open, grabbed two 
hot cans of 
beer and tossed one at his companion. "Try this first," he 
suggested 


and pulled the ring of his. The beer tasted insipid but at 
least its 

wetness undried his throat. Cooled his fraying nerves. He 
grinned 

suddenly. "It'd better be colder at night," he mentioned. "I 
wouldn't 

want to fuck a bird in this heat." 


Ray laughed. "Always providing you'd find anything worth 
screwin' 
here." 


A large, heavy woman with phoney blonde hair shuffled 
froma 
shop and swung wide hips in a gesture of contempt as she 
passed the 
pair. She looked forty although she was still in her late 
twenties. 


"Man, that one'd crush a bloke," Joe said, his hormones 
doing little 
gymnastics. 


"She'd drip sweat all over you," Ray allowed. 
"Squelch, squelch," Joe remarked happily. 


Finishing his beer, he helped himself to another as he 
worked on the 
problem of finding McVey. The top of his head felt raw 
already and he 
slumped on to the car seat for shelter, if not coolness. The 
potential of 
this area did not arouse an interest in him now. Maybe some 
men 
made an overnight fortune from the ground, but the heat 
would kill 
him. He didn't mind the thought of working hard. He'd 
heaved coal in 
the East End, slogged his guts out on The Moor. Digging for 


precious 

opals wasn't degrading or pushing muscles too far. But he 
knew the 

temperatures would defeat his every effort, and he wanted 
to get 

Charlie fast and take the dirt road back to civilisation and a 
more 

moderate climate. 


"Well?" Ray asked eventually, mopping sweat from his face. 


"The hell with this," Joe barked, tossing his second beer 
can on to 
the road. "Let's find a hole and crawl in." He grinned. "And if 
there's 
a bleedin’ wog in it we'll boot the bastard in the balls...” 


Ray nodded. "That's terrific ..." His eyes rolled and 
settled ona 
hard-nut type staggering along the street. "You see what 
they're like." 


Joe accepted the challenge. Getting to his feet, he hurried 
to cut off 
the man. He had to prove to himself he could handle these 
tough 
Outbackers. So far he'd steered clear of involvement with 
genuine 
Aussie characters. His run-in with Lord hadn't amounted to 
much. 
And, too, Lord came from the Old Country! 


The man wore a check shirt, braces holding up crumpled 
dirt-stained trousers and heavy boots. He had a small 
moustache, olive 
Skin and thick black hair slicked down with a foul-smelling 
grease. His 
hands were miniature ham-hocks, cut and bruised and 
harder than 


rocks. His dark eyes carried water and were glazed with an 
alcoholic 
film. 


"Bastard," Joe said in the man's face. 
"Da," the man said, lop-sidedly grinning. 


Joe snarled and, before those mountain-breaking fists could 
form, 
landed a kick in the other's groin. Like a snake striking twice, 
his other 
foot came in fast. Then, when the man doubled, he cupped 
his hands 
and slammed both down across the man's neck. 


Ray watched critically. He liked Joe's swift tactics. The knee 
into 
the man's face as he pitched forward. The back-heel to the 
temple as 
Joe leisurely turned and recrossed the road. 


"So?" Joe asked his mate. 


Ray shrugged. "So I'm impressed .. . Does that get us a 
pad?" 

Charlie McVey used his pick and chipped away at the seam. 
In two 
weeks he'd discovered a few wrinkles about opal mining. A 
bloke had 
to have one helluva lot of patience, a mental attitude that 
kept him 
driving away from dawn until dusk. Hours of futility had to 
be 
shrugged off and hope kept burning brightly. Discomfort 
didn't count. 
Nor did the spectacular claims voiced by drink-soaked Mid- 
Europeans 
guzzling down their triumphs in the Greek club. 


To date he'd dug out three opals. How much he'd get for 
them 
depended on advice given by old hands at the game. Guys 
who knew 
how to approach the dealers who made their regular visits to 
collect the 
spoils. AS an East Ender, Charlie knew all about the 
bargaining 
business, but he didn't like the way deals were made in 
Coober Pedy. 
The dealers asked a miner what he wanted and took it from 
there, 
instead of offering a price and letting the opal owner up the 
ante. Fora 
newcomer this could be disastrous - which was the way the 
dealers 
wanted it. 


The pick sliced a section of rock from its bed, dropping a 
milky 
deposit by Charlie's arm. He stiffened. Cut into the wall 
again, 
knocking another chunk off. 


"Oh, God..." he breathed and fondled the opals with 
loving care. 
His chest tightened. His tongue dry and swelling. Every 
instinct to 
attack the seam had to be subjugated. He'd heard about this 
fever. The 
belief that when one found a few opals, there had to be 
more behind the 
next rock outcropping. A fallacy, so the experts said. 


Careful chipping revealed his find. About ten thousand 
dollars 
worth of gem. One helluva return for his stake investment. 


He laughed. Chalk one up to McVey. And hell roast Hawkins 


The woman shuffled to the music, slowly slipped her bra 
strap off 
one generously rounded shoulder, and let a massive breast 
flop out.’ 


Joe Hawkins glanced at Ray, grinning as he caught his 
companion's 
heightened interest in the solo act. Four days spent 
grubbing on slag 
heaps for pathetic bits of opal had undermined Ray's 
manhood. Not 
that Joe blamed the ex-skin. In this Godforsaken land any 
woman 
baring an erogenous zone was enough to incite randiness. 


All they'd 

seen was sun and scrub and waste. Sleeping in the car. 
Eating lousy 

food at an exorbitant price. Served by a sullen Slav with 
enough 


English to make an Empire-builder weep. 


The woman did a step or two supposed to excite the club's 
clientele. 
Maybe the Greeks found her number adventurous, but for 
Joe it was a 
great big bore. A two-ton Tessie performing to seal music. 
Another tit 
appeared, then, as the men started cat-calling, she pulled 
her knickers 
down ... down . . . revealing a fat belly haired like a 
bearskin rug. 
Stopping before the real essential came into sight. 


Applause greeted the end of her solo. 
"Dead weak," Joe said. 


"She ain't weak," Ray smiled. 


"She'd take you, me and a dozen others before she even 
got warmed 
up," Joe mentioned. 


"Who bleedin' cares," Ray snapped. 

"Man - cool it. She's screwed to disease." 
"Yeah?" Ray seemed less enthusiastic now. 
"Clapped to her eyeballs." 


"| suppose!" Ray finished his booze. Shuddered. "What 
wouldn't | 
give for a good English pint." 


"And a Soho strip show?" Joe asked lightly. 


"Hell, let's get outta here!" Ray pushed his chair back, 
innocently 
bruising a Greek's toe. 


Joe recognised the signs. The sudden tension in the club. 
The 
injured individual leapt to his feet, muscles rippling along 
bare 
forearms. He spoke - in Greek - and his companions stiffened 
in their 
chairs, ready to give support if any was needed. 

"Don't wait," Joe warned Ray. "Slam him!" 


Hand curling around their empty wine bottle, Joe watched 
the 
Greek's pals as Ray deliberately swung and measured his 
opponent's 
chin for distance. He didn't go for a knockout blow. These 
boys were 
too hard to collapse from one neat clip to the button. What 
they needed 
was the old-fashioned boot in the balls. 


Ray's first connected, bouncing off the hard chin. 


The Greek grunted, squaring off ready for a man to man 
battle. 


Joe's eyes twinkled. This was his scene. He didn't mess 
about with 
boxing's science. He slammed the bottle against the Greek's 
ear and 
watched as the glass shattered, leaving hunks in the Greek's 
head. He 
kicked the table over, blocking the others' advance. "Run 
like shit!" he 
yelled to Ray and took off for the door... 


Joseph had a cold. - Lottie didn't like the sound of his 
wheezes. 
Wrapping the child in warm blankets, she slipped a coat over 
her 
nightdress and carried him downstairs, out into the cold 
night. 


It took ten minutes before she caught a passing taxi. By 
the time 
she reached the hospital, little Joseph was coughing non- 
stop. Hurting. 
She worried but the nurse didn’t think his condition was 
serious. 


Not until the duty doctor examined his patient. 
Now, Lottie was scared! 
She waited outside the examination room. Waited when 


they 

hurried Joseph to an intensive car ward. Her baby had a fifty- 
fifty 

chance of survival... That was the verdict handed down to 
her by an 


uncaring duty sister. No sympathy. No "have a cuppa and 


relax". Just 
the cold, brutal facts presented in chilling language. 


A small nurse with an angelic face appeared magically and 
touched 
Lottie's shoulder. "He'll be alright, Mrs Newman," the mercy 
agent 
said. "We're under-staffed and short on civilities, but..." 


Lottie smiled, freed from a hate that had been building 
inside her. 
“Thanks, nurse," she said softly. 


"Sister isn't bad..." 

"You're a brick!" 

"I'm part of the team," came the answer. 

"You are the team," Lottie said. "Is he going to make it?" 


"Of course," the nurse replied. "All children go through 
these 
occasional spasms. Is this your first?" 


Lottie hid her shame and nodded. "Yes." 


"Then remember how delicate children are," the nurse 
advised. 
"He'll probably get mumps, whooping cough and measles. 
He'll have a 
split head, abrasions and a broken bone or two before he 
finds out how 
to deal with problems. When he does he'll take all the 
knocks and 
Surprise you with his ability to avoid serious complications " 


Lottie sank back into her chair. Her mind reeled, but didn't 
collapse 
as it might have done a few moments earlier. "I worry about 
Joseph." 


"Doesn't every mother," the nurse laughed and patted a 
loose strand 
of hair into place under her cap. "Be brave... We do our 
best under 
difficult circumstances." 


CHAPTER TEN 


MARY SOMMERS poured a beer and let the old lecher 
across the 
bar have a good look at her breasts. Somehow, the moment 
conjured 
up memories of Joe Hawkins and his mob. Billy, especially. 
God, how 
she'd lusted after him. 


She glanced at the old man and asked, "Had enough to feel 
yourself?" before taking the pint down the bar to the solitary 
drinker. 

She hated herself for being so nasty. But these ancient 
codgers sent her 

round the twist. She wasn't past getting hot for a decent 
bloke. In fact, 

she was in her prime - or so some of the local lads kept 
telling her 

behind the pub as they banged away. 


The solitary drinker eyed her tits and asked, "What shift do 
you 
work, dearie?" 


Mary eyed him. She liked to believe she could evaluate 
those who 
could and those who wouldn't. He seemed the sort who'd 
ride her fora 
prize. 


"Right till closing," she told the man. 


The loner consulted his gold wristwatch. "That's another 
two 
hours," he said matter of factly. 


"So?" Mary leant against the bar, tits spilling from her low. 


low-cut blouse. 
"So keep serving me," the man smiled. 
"That's a leading request," Mary said. 


"When it boils down to when l'Il do the serving," the man 
said, 
placing a ten pound note on the bar. His fingers caressed the 
note. 
Suggestively. "Is that enough?" 


Mary considered the proposition. If he wanted to pay for 
what she 
normally gave away free, gratis and for nothing who was she 
to 
complain. She put an inflated value on her charms. "About 
half," she 
said. 


The fingers ceased to fondle the note. "You're expensive," 
the voice 
said. 

"But if... " Mary winked. "I could be coaxed..." 

"It's satisfied a lot of women!" 


"That's a good recommendation," Mary admitted without 
proof 


"T'll wait, eh?" 


Mary sighed. She'd needed something to make her tick for 
a long 
while. She'd grown tired of the same old faces. The same old 
whatsits 


doing the same old things. A new brand of loving might get 
her 

interested in doing what came so naturally again. "Yeah," 
she said, 

giving him a tit-shaking encore. "Wait..." She went up the 
bar, 

conscious of his eyes on her swaying arse. 


For the first time in ages, the bar seemed alive. She wished 
the old 
days were back when Joe and Billy and the mob abused her. 
God, what 
a time she'd had then! A healthy woman with her insatiable 
desire for 
sex should have a gang-bang occasionally. The trouble with 
these new 
kids is they haven't got the stomach for mass-production like 
the 
original skins had. . . 


Joe's muscles screamed their protest as he sank to his 
buttocks and 
wiped sweat from his dirt-stained face. The heat in the 
unfinished 
tunnel was fast approaching 120, flies somehow getting 
through the 
temporary screen Ray had erected across the entrance. 


"Jeeze, there's gotta be better ways of makin' dough," Joe 
complained, chest heaving as he fought to suck in one 
lungful of cooler 
air. 

Ray Castle collapsed on his back, eyes shut tight against 
the dirt 
which trickled down from the seam he'd been working on. 
"Quite 


right, mate," he said. "All it takes is one hunk of perfect 
opal, though." 


Visions of milk-white opal littering a dealer's counter hit Joe 
hard. 
That combined with a busted Charlie McVey occupying some 
abandoned mine shaft ... A smile flitted across Joe's 
features, curling 
his mouth. They'd been lucky finding this old place. Luckier 
being 
able to beat the shit out of the Hungarian who'd formerly 
owned it. He 
didn't give a damn what the New Aussie was doing now. In 
the dog eat 
dog existence of Coober Pedy anything went. People came 
and stayed. 
People, sometimes came and vanished as fast. Rumours 
spoke of 
dynamite explosions destroying evidence of foul play. 


Ray rolled on one elbow, and opened his eyes. "I heard 
there was 
an Englishman working a hole on the other side of this 
hill..." 


"When?" Joe asked suspiciously. 

"In the club. | forgot to mention it." 

"Thanks, mate..." 

Ray shrugged. "You're welcome. Want me along?" 
"I'm not begging you," Joe replied angrily. 

"Christ, man - don't be so bloody uptight!" 


The years scheming revenge on McVey closed in on Joe like 
the 
heat. The man was a buzzing fly in his head. An anguish to 
torment 
until that sweet moment when Joe could stand tall again in 


his own 
estimation. 


"Let's get back to work," Joe said calmly. "I ain't going out 
in this 
sun fornothin'..." 

Leaving the Abbey in his wake, Tom Walsh took narrow 
lanes until 
he reached the new shopping complex that had aroused 
certain citizens 
of Bath to protesting heights. He didn't see anything wrong 
with the 
concrete facades, but then he wasn't seeped in Georgian 
history as most 
members of the new Avon community were. Lovely 
crescents and fine 
old buildings did nothing for him. Walking fast now, Tom 
glanced ata 
model shop and almost hesitated to examine a layout of 
German tanks 
complete with Afirika Korps soldiers relaxing around a 
campfire. 
Forcing himself to remember his target, he hurried along the 
street and 
turned into an alley. 


Thinking about Effie brought a smile to his lips. Just another 
hot 
bitch. A bit bent - in more ways than being strictly illegal. 
God, how 
she enjoyed her screwing! And the ideas she had for 
variations... 
Wow! 


He carefully looked around, checking to make sure he'd got 
this far 
unobserved. Like a flash, he scaled the wall and dropped 


inside a 

narrow tunnel between dustbins and empty cartons. He tried 
the rear 

door, and grinned as it opened easily. Entering the shop he 
halted, 

letting his eyes adjust to the gloom inside. This time he did 
not intend 

to make the robbery look like the work of a sneak thief. Effie 
could 

work out her own salvation. Once he had the bread he'd 
scarper. But 

fast. To the Midlands. On the first bus out of Bath. 


He went straight for the manager's office and tested the 
door there. 
Locked. He frowned. The bitch had said she'd leave it open. 
Aiming, 
he kicked above the lock, heard the door creak and shatter. 
Slam 
inwards... 


A safe stood in the comer - open. Empty. 
A little voice started whispering to his mind. 
Something was terribly wrong here! 


He wheeled, bolting for the rear exit. As he swung over the 
wall - 
he heard them - and knew he'd been betrayed. 


Leaping to the alley, he started running. Until that hand 
landed on 
his shoulder, he'd give them a bloody good chase. And if he 
managed 
to evade their clutches, he'd get his revenge on Effie .. . 


What a bitch! 


He didn't need a blue print to tell him what she'd done - 
made a side 


deal with the manager... 
He'd been suckered by a tart! 


He reached the alley mouth and skidded to a stop. The fuzz 
smiled 
at him, hands on hips. This was the end... 


Night didn't lessen the heat blanket covering Coober Pedy. 
Joe and 
Ray squatted over their days' finds - a small collection of 
Opals varying 
in size and shape and value. 


"How much do you reckon?" Joe asked. 
"Not a lot but I'm no expert," Ray admitted. 
"Five hundred dollars?" 


"Maybe..." Ray sorted the gems again, critically 
removing one 
large stone from the best poke. "This bastard's got a flaw," 
he 
announced. 


Joe cursed, then wiped his face with a grubby handkerchief. 
He 
didn't go for mining in any shape or form. Hit and miss 
adventures left 
him cold. And he wished to hell the night would do the same. 
His 
body felt battered, drained of essential energy. 

"We can ask one of the old hands before we flog 'em," Ray 
said, still 
in a state of rapture. 

"No wonder the bastards here stick around for years and 


years," Joe 
mentioned. "If this is all they ever get they'd be flat broke 


after a poker 
session." 


Crawling from their dugout, Joe battled his aching muscles 
to stand 
erect. Tilting an inch of precious water into a basin, he 
washed away 
the dust from his face and arms, and dried himself on a 
soiled towel. 
He needed a shave but not under these primitive conditions. 


"You going to look for McVey?" Ray asked from behind him. 
"Yeah - coming?" 
"You bet | am!" Ray used the same water to have a rinse. 


"Do we 
take the car?" 


"Bleedin' right we do," Joe snorted. "I'm not walking in this 
clammy heat." 


Ray laughed. "Clammy nothing. It's drier than an old 
biddy's 
pussy!" 

Before he climbed into the car, Joe gathered their opals 
and placed 
them in the glove compartment. If everything worked 
according to 
schedule, they wouldn't be coming back to the hole in the 
hill. Not by 
any stretch of his imagination. He'd had this region to the 
gills. 


The road was practically non-existent. Pitted where drilling 
machines had crawled to new locations. Some miners came 
to Coober 
Pedy with the wherewithal to have shafts sunk eighty foot 
deep - about 
the right level for finding a rich pocket. 


Others, like Coo-P's multi-millionaire dynamo, employed 
huge 
suction machinery to extract the dirt from ever-lengthening 
tunnels and 
dump it on growing heaps. 


As Ray manoeuvred the car round the hill, Joe took in the 
stark, 
barren landscape. The moon-style pockmarked vista. The 
scrubland 
reaching to every horizon. 


"I keep thinking about the Moor," Joe mentioned as dust 
billowed in 
clouds behind them. "The green grass, gorse and rock 
sticking up." 


Ray grunted, swinging the car to avoid a foot deep hole. He 
didn't 
comment on Joe's final admission he'd been in Dartmoor 
prison. It 
didn't do to question one's mate too closely on an occasion 
like this. As 
a skin, he'd had his fair share of aggro. Bashin' heads. 
Kicking some 
poor bastard in the balls. Doing up a railway carriage. 
Scaring the shit 
out of comer shopkeepers. 


"I'd give five years of life to live in England again," Joe 
continued, 
dreamily. 


"Ah, Australia ain’t so bad," Ray said. "This part is for the 
birds, 
but there's always Perth. Sydney. Melbourne. Places with 
some class. 
Crumpet galore. Boozers and gardens like in Bournemouth.". 


They reached a dead-end. Ray whipped the ignition keys 
from the 
switch. "We walk," he said. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


THERE was no mistaking the sound. Footsteps. Two people. 
Coming up the incline to his diggings. Charlie McVey quickly 
wrapped his opals in a cloth and screwed the ends into a 
knot. Slipping 
them into a cavity, he piled shovels and picks against the 
hole and leant 
back - a picture of careless exhaustion. 


Joe Hawkins filled the tunnel entrance. An outline against a 
darkening sky, features caught in the weak glow of a 
paraffin lantern. 


"Hello, Charlie," Joe said tightly. 


The confrontation was totally unexpected. Yet', somehow, 
McVey 
was glad. He'd grown tired of running from the ex-skin. 
Weary of 
driving Martha to distraction. 

"Hi, Joe," Charlie said easily, getting to his feet. 


"I'm gonna repay a debt," Joe snarled, fists forming by his 
sides. 


"You're on a loser..." 


"That may be but," and Joe kicked a stone from under his 
right boot, 
"I've got to do you, mate." 


Charlie's eyes darted to his cache. 
Joe smiled grimly. "Found some opals, eh?" 


Head lowered, Charlie charged. Hate filled him. The 
thought of 
Martha sweating it out away from him in a strange land 
gave him the 
strength of a dozen bulls. This was one time "Ole!" would 
signal 
victory for the beast. Not the strutting matador. 


Joe side-stepped neatly, letting Charlie blunder into the 
open. Ina 
stand-up fight the older man had every advantage. Weight, 
especially. 
And that counted no matter what the street-brawlers 
believed. 


Ray grinned, swinging the wooden slat he'd picked up from 
the 
mine surrounds. He felt the jar along his arms, knew he'd 
connected 
with a telling blow. 


Charlie pitched headlong down the slope. Rock scraped his 
face, 
tearing his palms open. His head peeled like church bells. 
Fantastic 
shapes gyrated before his eyes. 


"I'll take him," Joe yelled. "He's got opals inside. Get’em!" 


As Ray gladly entered Charlie's mine, Joe dived on the 
semi-conscious ex-con. 


Before I clobber you, Hawkins," ‘McVey snarled; "I want you 
fo 
know there's everythin' personal in this!" 


Joe hadn't forgotten that! 


Nor the fact that McVey had used Pollock to keep him 
immobile 
whilst the bashing was administered. 


Knees digging into MeVey's biceps, Joe straddled his 
enemy. His 
face twisted into a vicious mask as the loathing for this man 
flooded his 
whole being. Fists smashed, into McVey's face - swinging 
hard and 
furious in alternating slams. Pulping nose and mouth and 
eyesina 
merciless brutality that released the frustrations built up 
since his own 
beating in the Moor. 


Charlie had been bashed more than once in his life. A 
broken nose, 
puffed eyes and fractured cheeks didn't tame him. 
Recovering from the 
initial blow by Ray, he heaved and twisted - body arching 
until Joe lost 
his balance and plunged down the slithering, rocky incline. 
Blood 
streaming from his shattered nose, Charlie got to his feet. 
He wanted to 
stay and fight it out. Finish off this feud. But he didn't know 
how 
many others were with Hawkins. And there was Martha to 
consider. 


Joe felt a bump begin to rise on his temple. He swore, 
scrambling 
up the slope inch by painful inch. When he reached the level 
outside 
McVey's tunnel entrance, he heard the explosive sound of a 
car engine 
firing. Saw Charlie's battered features blast past the single 
path leading 
to the mine. 


"Ray - outside!" he roared. 


Castle came from the mine, clutching Charlie's opals in 
greedy 
hands. "I got 'em," Ray screamed triumphantly. 


"Fuck the opals," Joe yelled. "Charlie's gettin’ away!" 


"I'll catch him," Ray said sneeringly. His eyes blazed 
fanatically. 
"Christ, Joe - he'd a fortune in stones..." 


"Bloody bastard!" 


Kicking rocks down the incline, Joe smashed a fist against 
an open 
palm. "Are you goin' to stay here and drool or... ?" 


"I'm coming," Ray declared and broke into a run. Letting his 
long 
legs ease into a sprint, the ex-skin nursed a notion to put 
distance 
between Hawkins and himself. If he could reach his car first 
and get 
going, the opals would belong to him. Just him. No share- 
out. And 
Joe would be stranded, unable to catch him. 


As his hand closed on the car door, intent was uppermost 
in his 
mind... 

"You shoulda been a bleedin’ runner," Joe panted, flinging 
himself 
into the car. He felt exhausted keeping up with Castle's 
speeding legs. 
It didn't occur to him that his erstwhile mate had been about 
to ditch 
him. 

Trying to keep his features blank, Ray started the motor, 
swung the 
wheel as he mentally wished Joe ill. All the dreams of 


cashing in the 

Opals vanished. Just as well, he thought next - sending the 
car 

headlong down the pot-holed road. If the bastard followed 
McVey 

from England to Australia to avenge one beating, there was 
no telling 

to what lengths he'd go to even the score against a double- 
crossing 

companion. 


Joe sat on the edge of his seat peering through the 
windshield. Dust 
settling showed Charlie’s progress. What bothered Joe most 
was where 
would Charlie go - would he stop at Coo-P and seek help. Or 
would he 
head south for Adelaide. He figured McVey to take the latter 
avenue of 
escape. Charlie didn't want fuzz trouble any more than he 
did. 

"lIl need petrol before we can make a long journey," Ray 
remarked. 


"While I'm gettin? the tank filled, you'd better grab 
something for us to 
drink." 


Joe grunted. They were travelling with headlights on now 
although 
traces of lingering day still splashed the sky. He didn't fancy 
a night 
chase. Not on this bloody road. Accidents always happened 
to other 
people, but his luck seemed to be hovering around the fifty- 
fifty mark 
and once he'd tasted Charlie's blood on his fists, he certainly 


didn't 

want the bastard to get away this easily. 
"You hear what | said?" Ray asked. 
"Yeah ... Can't you put your foot down?" 


"I'm doing top on this bleedin' surface," Ray snarled, tyres 
screaming as he avoided a ragged rut. On the hillsides 
around them, 
tiny pin-pricks of light oozed from open-ended air- 
conditioning pipes - 
weak beacons pointed at the darkening skies. 


They entered Coober Pedy in time to see McVey's car spew 
dust as it 
drew away from the service station. 


"That's 'im," Joe yelled, pointing. "Don't let the cunt get out 
of 
town!" 


Ray wheeled into the station, slowing to a crawl. "He's all 
yours, 
Joe - after I’ve gassed up! Christ, man - relax. We daren't risk 
a 
breakdown out there..." 


For once Joe recognised the sense of Castle's argument. 
The last 
thing he wanted was to spend even an hour stranded in the 
Australian 
desert. He could remember reading about Britishers dying 
when their 
cars failed them... 


Nelson Emmett helped himself to another drink. Like any 
reporter, 
he considered free booze a perk of the job. 


"You were saying?" Dick Aden interrupted. 


Emmett grinned, stubbing his cigarette in an ashtray. 
Putting his 
secret thoughts away, he tore his gaze from the pleasant 
Gloucestershire hills and the sheep grazing on the other side 
of the 
ha-ha between spacious lawns and fields. "You're in trouble, 
Dick," he 
said softly. "Once Prissy Lil goes on her warpath she never 
relents." 


Arlen grunted, sipping his tall drink. Personally, he didn't 
givea 
damn about Lily Wright and her biased campaign against his 
books. 
He had been attacked often and by better antagonists than 
the 
ex-Sunday School teacher. But at the moment, he could not 
afford to 
have his royalties cut by even a fraction. Of late, his 
outgoings had 
soared. This house with its acres of ground and a disastrous 
investment 
which had seen the loss of five thousand pounds, had left 
him in dire 
financial difficulties. 

"It's all my fault," Emmett mentioned, lighting another 
cigarette. "l 
believed | was just stirring up a bit of newspaper dirt when | 
wrote 
those bloody articles..." 


A pretty blonde woman entered the room. Nodded to the 
reporter 
and opened a bookcase, extracting a volume before making 
a dignified 
exit. 


"The wife," Arlen announced casually. "She's in the middle 
ofa 
romance. One of those dot-dot-dot affairs," and he laughed. 
"No free 
feels. No gropes. No bad language. Not like my stuff, eh?" 


Emmett had to admire the author. Ever since he'd been 
admitted to 
the Georgian mansion, the feeling of frankness had 
permeated their 
conversation. Arlen, like his books, spoke in clipped 
terminology. 
Used whatever language suited the description. 


"This Wright bitch - is she hiding any skeletons in her 
cupboard?" 
Arlen asked. 


"If she is nobody knows about them." 
"And her kids - do they read my material?" 


Emmett sat upright, eyes blazing fanatically. "There's a 
thought," 
he murmured. 


Arlen smiled broadly, stretching his six-two frame. In open- 
neck 
shirt and slacks he looked every inch the country squire. 
Completely at 
home in the surrounds. Part of the Cotswold background he 
loved so 
much. "When the opposition plays dirty you've got to find 
shit in their 
nest," he said. "It's been my belief that the Prissy Lil brigade 
always 
have something nasty to hide. Nobody goes through this life 
without 
committing one sin and one is enough to get me off the 


hook. Don't 
you agree?" 


Emmett slapped his thigh. "Nothing would bring me greater 
pleasure than to nail Lil to her cross." 


Pouring himself a second drink as against Emmett's five, 
Arlen 
refrained from bringing up a poignant topic - the original 
articles. All 
writers had to make a living. He'd been in the profession 
some ten 
years now and until he hit on the idea of doing a series 
about teenage 
antics, his efforts had been strictly bread and butter. Run of 
the mill 
paperback material. No longer, though. Every book under 
his real 
name sold out first, second and third printings. Money he 
desperately 
required to maintain the standard he'd set for himself. 


"Are you supposed to write about this interview?" Arlen 
asked. 


"Yea h an H 
"And?" 


Tossing his drink back and automatically reaching for the 
bottle, 
Nelson Emmett smiled his excuses and got a go ahead to 
help himself. 
"I'm a bloody soak at your expense," he said unabashed. 
"But - well, 
I'll play it sympathetically. Friend of the kids angle. Truth 
dressed up 
in a fiction skirt. You Know the scene." 


Arlen did. Second-rate reporter trying to grab off headlines 
and 
making a bosh of his assignment; He was too old a hand not 
to 
recognise an editorial dictate - stick on the side of the 
angels. Like 
Prissy Lil. No matter what he said there'd always be a curve 
thrown in 
to make the Wright line sound right. He didn't blame Nelson. 
The guy 
was genuinely trying to be objective, but since he'd 
misquoted in his 
initial articles he couldn't retract without looking damn 
foolish. And 
no self-respecting reporter would ever admit to being caught 
off kilter. 


"All | ask is that you investigate the Wright kids," Dick Arlen 
said. 
"Find out if they’ve gone beyond momma's bigoted narrow 
path and 
read one of my books. That should work wonders..." 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


RAY CASTLE squirted water on his windshield and used his 
wipers to clear the glass surface. The last truck-trailer rig to 
pass them 
had spumed dust galore in its gigantic wake. For Joe 
Hawkins, the 
headlights piercing the inky envelope of darkness had a 
magical effect. 


Like twin tunnels spreading at their apex to coat the dirt 
road in 
brilliance. 


"When the hell do we catch up with that bastard?" Joe 
asked 
nervously. 


"Soon," Ray replied. "He can't out-run us. This heap's got 
the legs 
on him." 


Joe chewed his fingernails. He'd been so near to realising 
his 
ambition - getting revenge. Now, as the miles slipped past in 
clouds of 
dust, he'd reached the stage of frustrated dilemma. 


"Crissakes, Joe - relax. | can't concentrate on making time 
if you're 
sending out telepathic messages for an instant 
confrontation..." 


Joe smiled into the car's interior. Nobody could understand 
the drive 


that made him want Charlie McVey on a platter. Those lonely 
nights 

and days seeing Charlie strutting around the Moor as a king- 
pin. The 

desire to extract revenge in full. No - more than that. He 
really wanted 

Charlie dead! 


Dead... 


It was the first time he'd ever let himself think of a world 
without 
one Charlie McVey - and the thought pleased him. He 
basked in its 
growing strength... 


By dawn's weak light, they saw McVey's car speeding 
towards 
Adelaide. A speck surrounded by an eerie glow as dust 
clouds wrapped 
the headlighted beams in their mysteriousness. 


"There he is," Ray Castle said. 
Joe yawned, stretched himself. "He's travelling, ain't he?" 


"Yeah! If he's not careful the engine'll fall outta that 
banger." 


"I wish I'd brought his rifle along," Joe remarked next. "I 
noticed it 
when I entered the mine..." 


Ray glanced at his companion, frowning thoughtfully. "Why 
a 
rifle?" he asked. 


Joe's index finger aimed through their, windshield and his 
thumb 
dropped on to it. "Bang!" he laughed. "That'd stop him for 
sure;" 


Ray was still worried, unconvinced by Joe's light mood. 
"You're not 
reckoning on... Well, anything like that..." 


"Naw!" 
"Better not," Ray snapped. "I won't be a party to murder!" 


For six more miles they continued in silence, each wrapped 
in his 
private mind. Ray had an uneasy feeling. The longer he 
stayed in Joe's 
company, the more he wished to blazes he’d turned down 
the offer to 
act as chauffeur. The opals stolen from McVey were reward 


enough, 

but not even they could make up for a human life. Skin or 
not, Ray 

didn't go beyond a bashing. Putting the boot in. Having 
some sport 


doing a bloody Paki. 


"I'm going to take my share of the opals and buy a small 
bungalow," 
Ray announced suddenly, striving to broaden their 
conversational front. 
"I'll find a bird and get married and maybe open a garage. 
How about 
you?" 

Joe kept his eyes glued on Charlie's car which was less than 
half a 
mile away now. He'd closed his side window. The dust hung 
around 
for a long while and he hated the taste of the stuff in his 
mouth. "No 
plans," he told Ray. "Not until | settle my score with him\|" 


"You've got to have something to look forward to," Ray 
Said. 


"Christ - | remember when I was a kid. Even then | knew 
what | 
wanted..." 


"Yeah? What?" Joe didn't give a damn, but he figured it best 
to 
engage Castle in trivialities. That way the other wouldn't 
dwell upon 
his blood-thirst for McVey's life. 


"In my school we had a master who'd been a professional 
footballer. 
Nobody much, but for the kids he rated high. | wasn't too 
bad an 
outside right and | got this notion I'd want to play for 
England's 
schoolboy's side..." 


Joe slightly turned, amazement etched on his face. "Did 
you?" he 
asked breathlessly. 


"Yeah - one game. | was a bleedin’ flop. | couldn't score and 
| 
couldn't get a cross over for anybody to score," Ray grinned. 


"Shit!" Joe swung his gaze to Charlie's car again. 


"Once I'd realised my lack of potential," Ray went on 
regardless, "I 
settled for a job in a factory. They had a team and | got 
picked for left 
back. You know..." and deft hands handled the steering 
wheel over a 
washboard surface, "that was my position. If I'd played there 
in the 
international against Wales I'd have been in the Second 
Division 
today!" 


Joe had lost interest in Ray's memories. They were caught 
in 
Charlie's dust cloud now. Gaining ground fast. "When you 
catch up 
with him side-swipe the bastard. Make him run off the road," 
he 
ordered. 


Ray shrugged nonchalantly and concentrated on drawing 
alongside 
McVey. He'd wasted his breath talking to Joe. Nothing 
mattered 
except getting revenge. 


Joseph sat in his high-chair, face pulled into a fury mask. 
He 
twisted and tugged and thumped the plastic animal beside 
his empty 
plate, doing his best to separate legs from body. 


Lottie watched her son in dismay. 
Oh, God, she thought. Don't let him be like this! 


Taking the toy from the toddler, she poured a mash-like 
food into 
his plate and began spoon feeding him. She talked... and 
talked... 
and talked. Trying to calm his temper. To no avail, though. 
Joseph 
had a mind of his own. He kept battling the spoon away, 
screaming as 
his chubby legs kicked. 


"You're impossible," Lottie yelled. 
Joseph stopped his antics and stared at his mother. 


"Ah-ha," Lottie panted, "that's what you need. A strong 
voice. 
Somebody to terrorise you." 


Joseph cocked his small head and queried her chitchat. 


"All right," said Lottie firmly. "All right! I've got your 
measure. 
You'll not grow into a thug. You'll not rape innocent..." and 
she 
smiled wistfully, "or almost innocent girls. You'll be a 
somebody. An 
educated son of... " She frowned. She had almost said "son 
of the 
Skinhead". Was she wrong in denying Joe Hawkins' 
existence? Wrong 
in assuming this child of hers belonged to him - and her? 


"Maybe | should change your name to Joseph Hawkins," 
she told the 
baby. She considered this and decided against. Newman 
sounded 
much more middle-class than the common Hawkins. And 
she wanted 
her son to have every advantage. "Maybe | should just 
change the 
Joseph to James," she said eventually... 


Lily Wright listened to Nelson Emmett with mounting 
disgust. The 
reporter hadn't even managed to sample her tea which in 
itself 
suggested he was one of those horrible alcoholics. 


"... and I'm convinced Dick Arlen isn't out to corrupt our 
youth, 
Mrs Wright," Emmett finished. 


"I suppose the pair of you got together in a pub," she said 
acidly. 


"No - in his home. A Georgian mansion set in a most 
spectacular 
Cotswoldian valley." Emmett decided to shock her. "I'll admit 


that 
Arlen was a most generous host. We had quite a few drinks 


Lily pursed her prissy lips. "I might have guessed." 

"Is there anything wrong in having a drink, Mrs Wright?" 
"Alcohol is the devil's companion," the woman said. 
"The Canon likes a drink," Emmett mentioned. 
"Wine..." 

"Is there a difference?" 


Lily realised she was being put on the defensive - and 
didn't enjoy 
the experience. "Mr Emmett - we are not here to discuss the 
drinking 
habits of Church personnel. We are concerned with this 
pornographic 
material written by Mr Aden." 


"That's a matter of conjecture," Emmett declared. "For 
instance, 
would you say that your children read pornographic books?" 


"Certainly not. Never!" Lily almost shouted in horror. 


"Then you'd do well to check their library," Emmett said 
calmly. "I 
have reason to believe they own copies of Aden's last book." 


"How dare you suggest..." 


"I'm not suggesting," the reporter said firmly. "I've checked. 
Both 
of them admit to liking Aden's literature. And | shall make 
this clear 
in my follow-up article - providing the editor wants a follow- 


up..." 


A small cassette recorder appeared from his jacket pocket. 
"I carry this 
everywhere. I'm not very good at shorthand..." 

Lily wilted. "You..." she stammered. "Have you recorded 
the 
children's voices?" 

"Yes," 

"And they admit... ?" 

"They do!" Emmett was enjoying himself. If only the bitch 
would 
pour a decent drink... 

"I can't stop now," Lily said, caught in the middle of a 
personal 
dilemma. "I've submitted copies to the legal authorities." 

"Then you'll have to suffer," the reporter said 
unsympathetically: 


"Can't you... ?" 

"No!" 

"But..." 

"Mrs Wright, you started this. Remember?" 


Lily remembered. Pale as a white sheet, she got to her feet, 
the 
interview ended. "I shall have a word with your editor," she 
said.. 


"If he kills my story I'll go to a national daily," Emmett 
threatened. 


Lily admitted defeat. "Maybe Aden's writings are not as bad 
as | 
thought..." 


Charlie McVey lost control of his car. Careering across the 
scrubland, he bucked and bumped, braking furiously to 


avoid a pile-up. 
The wheels bit into loose sand; slewed, skidded. 


Joe yelled, "Stop!", and started to open his door. 


"Crissakes, wait," Ray roared. Gently pulling off the 
highway, he 
eased to a halt. 


Joe hit the desert in one leap. Running like crazy. He saw 
Charlie 
stumbling from his vehicle, turning to meet his onslaught. 
He didn't 
care now. This was the final showdown. The end of all 
frustrations. 
Charlie McVey or him. No matter which - it had to end here. 
Now. 


Ray watched as Joe charged in. Saw the skinhead's boot 
lash out 
and catch McVey in the balls. Witnessed the vicious 
battering as Joe 
went berserk - his feet never ceasing to inflict punishment. 
Fists like 
pistons hammering at the man's face... 


Charlie wished he could hit back. Couldn't. Something held 
him 
back. Maybe a perverse desire to let Hawkins have his 
revenge. Maybe 
because he was being smashed to a pulp. 


For Joe the broken knuckles didn't count. His fists kept 
slamming 
into Mc.Vey's face. Smashing bone and flesh simultaneously. 
And - 
every chance he got - he drove his toes into Charlie’s 
limping body. 


Black fury clogged his mind. He wanted to kill. Needed to 
erase, 
this creature. 


Ray felt sick. He'd seen some punch-ups, been part of 
many an 
aggro. But this ... He sourted forward, grabbed Joe's arms, 
and swung 
the demented skinhead from his victim. "Joe ... Joe - don't 
hit him 
again!" he yelled. 

McVey lay unconscious on the desert sand, caught in a 
weird 
growth. Blood spilled from nose, mouth and ears. Smearing 
the 
reddish soil. 


"I'll kill the cunt," Joe spat. 


"The hell you will," Ray grunted, bringing his right up ina 
telling 
uppercut to the button. 


Joe sagged, eyes glazing. His knees buckled, failing to 
Support his 
weight. 


Checking McVey, Ray breathed a sigh of relief. The man 
had been 
battered into insensibility. Badly injured by Joe's vicious feet. 
But he 
was alive. Would still be alive after they left. Hefting Joe 
over his 
shoulder, Ray got his mate to their car, dumped the skin on 
to the rear 
seat and hurriedly climbed into the driver's seat. All he 
wanted was to 
put distance between McVey and himself. Once they 


reached 
civilisation he'd break their association. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


BUTTONING his shirt, Superintendent Kevin Dwyer waited 
for the 
medical verdict. Although his face did not show his mental 
turmoil, he 
knew - just sensed - the outcome of this annual check-up. 


"I'm sorry, Kevin," the doctor said finally. 
"Heart?" 


"That plus high blood pressure. I'll have to advise an early 
retirement..." 


"At fifty-three! Bloody bodies..." He smiled then, lighting 
a 
cigarette. 


“Those won't do your system any good, you know," the 
doctor said, 
pointing to the fag. "Not," and he, too, smiled broadly, "that 
I'm an 
abstainer." 

"Is it absolutely necessary to notify the department?" 
Dwyer asked, 
eyes twinkling mischievously. 


"Afraid so, Kevin. Hell, man - relax. This isn't the end of the 
world. You'll out-live me and most of your staff. | understand 
the 
desire to stay on the job, but regulations are regulations." 


The Superintendent crossed his legs, placed an elbow on 
the doctor's 


desk and looked thoughtful. "How bad is the condition. | 
mean -am I 
going to have attacks and such like?" 


"I wouldn't imagine so," came the firm reply. 
"| could still hold down a job of sorts?" 


Opening a gold case, the doctor took out a cigarette. 
Holding it near 
his mouth, he studied the other, liked what he saw in those 
grey eyes. 
For a heavy man, Dwyer had an attractive ugliness that 
would appeal 
strongly to most women. A he-man appearance and a habit 
of creasing 
his features into a generous smile. "Correct me if I'm wrong, 
Kevin," 
he said slowly. "You're contemplating going private?" 


Dwyer laughed. "You should have been a detective, doc. 
Yeah, this 
racket's in my blood..." 


"Don't" 
"Eh?" Dwyer looked slightly taken aback. 


"I said, don't! Find something else to occupy your time but 
not 
police work. Not even private!" 


"Do | go into mothballs straight away?" 
"My report will be mailed off this afternoon. That will give 


you 
about a week before they tie a can to your bloody tail." The 
doctor got 

to his feet, grinning. "| heard about a new electronics factory 
opening. 


They'll need someone to advise them on security 
arrangements..." 


Dwyer stood, grinding his butt into an ashtray. "Thanks 
bloody 
heaps, sport," he growled. "A desk-bound idiot doesn't 
sound much 
like me." 


"Idiots have a habit of celebrating their hundredth 
birthdays," the 
doctor said and shook hands. 


When he reached his office, Kevin Dwyer had already made 
peace 
with his mind. Worrying would not change the situation. Until 
the 
brass told him he was through, he'd continue to direct his 
Skinhead 
Squad and make Perth's streets safe for anyone to walk on. 


Seated in his small, comfortable office with the morning 
reports 
before him, Dwyer made notations on his pad as he scanned 
each. Part 
of his squad's success came from Dwyer's attention to every 
detail. His 
meticulous chasing down of each fact. Very little escaped his 
searching 
gaze, his desire for knowledge, his agile brain. Where other 
policemen 
would make a cursory examination, Dwyer insisted on a 
minute 
breakdown of evidence, uncovering backgrounds and 
motives until he 
had an ironclad case against the accused. 


Putting aside the local reports, he next concentrated on 
information 
circulated by other Australian forces. One brought a frown to 
his face. 


"Victim identified as Charlie McVey, wanted by Scotland Yard 


The name rang mental bells. 
He sat back, letting his mind roam free... 


Suddenly, he leapt to his feet. Rushed to an outside filling 
cabinet. 
In seconds, he had the folder, the Yard data. A global 
circular, an 
Interpol attachment. He studied the faces of the escapees, 
memorising 
their names. McVey was there okay. 


Turning to the Sergeant watching him, he barked, "How's 
about my 
morning coffee, Trascott?" and strode back to his office. 
Something - 
call it a hunch - jiggled him. One face kept shooting before 
his third 
eye - Joe Hawkins, the name attached to it read. 


Why? he asked himself. There's nothing to suggest that 
Hawkins is 
in Australia. 


He sat back in his chair again, concentrated. 


As Trascott entered with his coffee, Dwyer suddenly 
beamed and 
burst out laughing. "Got it!" he shouted. 


"What, sir?" the Sergeant shouted. 


"Hawkins ... This!" His finger landed on Joe's picture. "A 
few 
weeks ago | went on a routine patrol with the uniformed 
boys. | saw 
him ata cafe..." 


Trascott didn't question his superior's memory. Nobody did. 
Instead, he asked, "Want me to circulate his description?" 


"And a duplicate of this photo," Dwyer added. He felt 
satisfied with 
his morning's work to date. On an impulse he said, "Close 
the door, 
lan..." 


Trascott wondered what had brought about the use of his 
Christian 
name, but closed the door anyway. 


"| had a medical," Dwyer said then. "This is strictly 
between us, but 
I'm going to be retired. The bloody ticker. We've known one 
another 
for many years, lan. You've been a friend and right-hand 
man to me. 
I'm suggesting you get a promotion..." 


"Don't sir," the Sergeant said fast. "I'm not one for high 
responsibility and," a smile flitted across the sun-burned 
features, "I'll 
be retiring next year." 


"If that's what you want." 

"It is - and thanks for the offer, sir." 

“Keep what I said quiet, eh?" 

"Trust me, sir. Is that all?" 

"Isn't it enough, lan?" Dwyer asked with a small grunt... 


Ray Castle had a contact. He and Joe Hawkins drove into a 
Suburb 
of Perth, and parked in front of an old-fashioned house. The 
neighbourhood had seen better days. Would again if the 
demolition 
work half a mile away kept advancing towards this area. 


Mounting 

creaking wooden steps, the pair waited outside a paint- 
peeled door as 

bells rang inside the rambling structure. 


The door opened and a thin-faced individual with thick 
spectacles 
peered at them. A musty smell seeped from the house. 


"Walter Spence called you about us," Ray said. 
"You've got the merchandise?" the individual asked 
Ray showed the bag containing Charlie McVey's opals. 


"Come in... " The man stepped aside, hand on door as his 
eyes 
kept darting back and forth along the street. 


Joe loathed the stink of the man and his home. Old as last 
decade's 
rotten cabbage. Unwashed. Clothes that hadn't seen the 
inside of a 
cleaners since purchase. 


Once in the living room, the man held out his hand, eager 
fora 
touch of the opals. Ray gave them to him and lit a cigarette.. 
His nose 
wrinkled and his eyes rolled at Joe. 


Like a miser counting his hoarded gold, the man spread 
opals ona 
table and sorted them deftly. He kept tut-tutting and 
clucking - 
re-sorting until he finally had five separate piles. "You 
understand I'm 
not a legitimate dealer," he said, not looking at them. "I'll 
have to 
make a profit and..." 


Joe stepped forward. "Skip the bullshit, mister. How much?" 


The man hesitated, drawing into himself. 


"Walter said you'd give us a decent price," Ray mentioned 
artfully. 


“Four thousand," the man said. 
"Quid?" Joe asked, startled. 
“Australian dollars," came the reply. 
"Seven," Ray countered. 


The man flung his arms high. "Seven thousand? You're 
crazy." 


Joe hated getting cheated. "Six and that's final." 
"I'll make an exception," the man said. "Five - no more." 


Ray and Joe exchanged glances. Joe nodded. Ray said, 
"Cash?" 


"Naturally," the man told him, scooping the opals into his 
pockets. 
"Wait here..." He walked from the room. 


Joe's eyes glittered. "He must have a bundle somewhere," 
he 
grunted. 


Ray's hand fell on his arm. "We play this one straight. He's 
in with 
all the mobs. Better we accept his offer than be hounded by 
every crook 
in Australia." 


An hour later, their pockets bulging, Ray and Joe stood ona 
comer 
of a busy street. "I'm not going to ask questions," Ray said, 
puffing on 
a cigar. "If you'll take a word of advice though - get out of 
Perth. The 
fuzz bastards are rough here, man." 


"Where are you going?" 


Shrugging, Ray turned his head and considered a pair of 
long legs 
walking down the street. "Somewhere. Anywhere. Alone 
..." He 
grinned then. "Or with a bird!" 

"Take it easy," Joe remarked coldly and, without another 
word, 
strode away. So much for that friendship, he thought. And 
the hell 
with Castle's advice. He liked Perth. Fuzz or no fuzz, he 
intended to 
settle down, get a job, a woman or two. Maybe find some 
mates from 
England. Blokes like himself. Ex-skins, suedes, bootboys. 
Guys who'd 
gone through the whole gear change. Mentally, he could 
look forward 
now. Charlie McVey was out of his system. The bread in his 
kick 
screamed security. He could afford to blow a few hundred on 
clobber, a 
booze-up, getting a decent pad and spend a whole week in 
bed 
screwing. 


Christ, he needed a bird! 


Fleetingly, he thought about the bloke who'd bought their 
opajs. 
The old bastard would be an easy mark. A pushover for a 
villain like 
Joe Hawkins. 


He scrubbed the notion. Like Ray had said, he didn't want 
every 
hoodlum in Australia breathing down his bleedin' neck. He'd 


had that 

scene in England. No, from now on he'd have to keep a 
clean sheet 

with the law. Stay away from layabouts. Avoid sinking the 
boot into 

wogs. 


Jeeze, | sound like a right nanny! his small voice said. 


So what! he replied to it. /'ve done my share of nick time. 
There’s 
no percentage in having cell doors slammed on you every 
night. None 
at all. 


Entering a large department store, he went straight to the 
menswear 
section. He bought a new pair of slacks, five colourful shirts, 
six sets of 
underwear and a lightweight windbreaker. Socks and shoes 
came next 
... Shoes - he smiled at the assistant as he slipped his feet 
into them. 
For a bloke who'd always gone for boots this showed how his 
attitude 
had drastically undergone a review. 


With his purchases under his arm, he caught a taxi and 
asked the 
driver, "Do you know where a bloke can find a flat?" 


The driver made a fast judgement and said, "Sure - if 
you're willing 
to pay enough." 


"I'll pay," Joe declared. 
"Got a job, sport?" 
"Not yet. Why?" 


"They'll expect three months in advance if you're 
unemployed." 


"That's fine with me," Joe grinned. "I hit the pools for a 
packet." 


The driver chortled. "Lucky bastard. I've gambled all my 


bloody 

life and never collected a fuckin' dollar..." He glanced at 
Joe 

following the obscenity, and saw an acceptance of the 
dockyard 


language. "You just come from England?" 


Joe decided to act the role of new arrival. "Yeah -1 got out 
before 
the bleedin’ politicians could sink those islands." 


The taxi moved away from the kerb, taking a devious route 
which 
Joe recognised - although he let the driver have his extra on 
the meter. 
It didn't give a damn where people went, cabby touts did the 
dirt on 
customers when they reckoned they'd a patsy in the rear. 
The hell with 
it, anyway. He wanted a pad and if it meant being taken for 
a sucker, 
he didn't mind. Not today. Not with McVey's cash in his 
trouser 
pockets. . 

x x OX 


Dwyer opened a pack of chewing gum and stuck a slab in 
his 
mouth. He normally did not indulge in the American habit, 
but today 
he felt the need of something to stimulate concentration. 
He'd become 


a convert to advertising and admitted it to himself. To no- 
one else. 


Sixteen different skinhead incidents within a twenty-four 
hour 
period annoyed him. He didn't like his town being subjected 
to a reign 
of terror - and that was how he viewed the loutish behaviour 
of these 
ex-English thugs. 


Picking up his telephone, he called the chief of the 
uniformed force. 
In ten minutes he had a "smash the skins" arrangement in 
operation. A 
three day concerted assault on those whose activities were 
causing him 
anxiety. 

IfI can clear the streets of these bloody bastards l'Il have 


earned 
my early retirement, he thought. 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


VICTOR WATSON watched the young woman wheeling her 
pram 
and got a sudden urge. He liked what he could see of her 
from the rear. 
Wondered if her face was as beautiful as her sensuous 
Shape. As a 
believer in matrimony, he couldn't quite understand his 
desire to strike 
up an acquaintance. He was not a home-wrecker yet, way 
down deep 
inside him, the opinion she belonged to the ever-growing 
legion of 
unmarried mothers fostered an adventurous advance. 


Coming alongside the woman, he felt his body vibrate 
favourably. 
She was a beauty. He smiled, trying to pretend his interest 
was 
concentrated on the child in the pram. 


"He's a little angel," he said. 


Lottie Newman wasn't fooled. She knew the signs. The 
furtive 
appraisal of her breasts, the halting speech. 


"How old is he?" the man asked. 
"Are you married?" Lottie countered. 


Victor was taken aback. He stopped as Lottie abruptly 
angled the 
pram to block his progress. "Er... er, no." 


"Engaged?" 
"No!" That came out too fast, Victor believed. 
"You'd like to buy me a meal?" 


"Well..." Victor hadn't the faintest idea how to handle 
this 
development. 

"I'm a married woman," Lottie said, watching his eyes 
closely. 


"I'm sorry to have bothered you," the man replied, backing 
away. 


Lottie smiled, relaxed. He wasn't a vulture preying on 
innocent 
females, she concluded. "Wait..." 


Victor paused, conscious of passing people staring at them. 
Some 
suspiciously. 


"My husband is dead..." 

A wonderful tremor raced down Victor's spine. 
"Do you like children?" 

"Oh, yes!" 


Lottie laughed. She knew she was being a brazen hussy, 
but she 
didn't care. She'd reached a stage when male 
companionship held out 
hope. Joseph needed a father. A man's man to guide him 
along a road 
leading to a worthwhile goal. An instant liking for this 
stranger gave 
her the nerve to suggest, "I'm not an excellent cook, but | 
can cope. 
Would you come with us and have an evening indoors?" 


Victor wanted to grab her and cover her face with kisses. 
Instead of 
this he settled for a wide smile and stammered, "Yes... 
that'd be... 
I'd enjoy it." 

They started walking side by side, Joseph chuckling to 
himself in 
his pram. "I've got a good job," Watson confessed. "I'm an 
artist ina 
magazine chain. We produce a lot of children's books. Maybe 
| could 
get some for... What's his name?" 


Lottie stared at her son. "Joseph - and I'm Lottie." 


"You don't look like a Lottie," the man said and quickly 
coughed 
behind a hand. 


"That," said Lottie, "sounds like a compliment." 
"Itis... Indeed it is!" 

"May | ask a personal question?" 

Victor nodded eagerly. 

"Are you desperate for sex?" 


Face flushing, the man avoided her quizzical eyes. "Not 
really," he 
said. "I'm not a very emotional person." 


"| didn't mean to be crude," Lottie apologised. "It's just that 


Well, you know. A woman has to be extremely careful these 
days." 

"Oh, | understand fully," Victor said spontaneously, hand 
daring to 
touch hers briefly. "I must seem like a rake, but I've never 


approached 
any woman on the street before." 


"| believe you." Lottie laughed. "And honoured to be your 
choice..." 


Before entering the police forced Tim Bolton had been a 
soldier. 
One of those sent to Vietnam as a green rookie. A member 
of 
Australia's contingent backing up a futile American "hold 
back the 
commies" policy. He'd seen the pathetic attempts to stem 
the North 
Vietnamese floods. The drug-ridden culture that could no 
more fight a 
war than battle a paper tiger. 


Sickened by his experiences, Tim decided to devote his life 
to 
keeping Australia clean. He was an honest cop. A man 
consumed by 
morality although he did not allow this to taint his 
judgement. Nor his 
personal ambitions. He was far from being a prude. He 
swore, drank, 
smoked and derived tremendous pleasures from the 
company of 
girlfriends. And he wanted to make inspector before he 
reached 
retirement age. 


He'd seen Dwyer's sheets. The picture of Joe Hawkins. The 
write-up about the British jail escape. The finding of Charlie 
McVey's 
almost dead body in the desert. 


His duty included visiting certain disco joints. Like the men 
in 


Dwyer's special squad, he did not carry a gun. A baton, yes. 
But no 

firearms. Dwyer had insisted on this. "Skinheads are vicious 
brutes," 

the Super had said on setting up their unit. "But they're not 
real 

criminals. Not gangsters. They're high-spirited youngsters 
with a fair 


"That's an awful lot of money," Dwyer remarked. 


Bolton pursed his lips, whistling silently. It was far too much 
in his 
estimation. 

"Did he make a statement?" 


“Nothing we could quote in court," Tim laughed. "His 
language 
would do a Sergeant-Major's heart good." 

Dwyer removed his gum and stuck it under the edge of his 
desk. 
Stubbing his cigarette in the ashtray, he got to his feet and 
said, "I'll 
have a few words with him before | leave." 

Tim stood aside. "Do | get back on the beat, sir?" 


"You've done your bit," Dwyer replied. "Hold down the fort 
here 
until your tour is up." He slapped his man on the back. "Nice 
work, 
son." 
x kx OX 


Seated on the bunk which would be his home for some 
while to 
come, Joe Hawkins expressed one regret to himself - he 
should have 
blown the whole bloody load and had an orgy. He knew there 


was no 

way the fuzz could check how he came to have so much 
money, but he 

didn't see them letting him take it back to England. 


All his bright plans screwed up because that stupid bastard 
McVey 
hadn't been able to crawl into a desert hole and die alone! 


He wondered what they'd do with Charlie... 
Maybe even ship the pair of them back together! 
Christ, that'd be rubbing salt into his wounds! 


Flinging himself along the bunk, he closed his eyes and 
drifted off 
to sleep. So he'd finish out his nick time in Blighty, but at 
least he'd 
seen a hunk of the world and enjoyed some freedom. More 
than a lot of 
blokes in the Moor could claim. 


The girl settled back against the seat and uncrossed her 
legs. She 
realised her short skirt was a provocation. Her bared thighs 
an 
invitation. She didn't mind. After three nights spent amusing 
her 
latest in a string of men, she had reached the conclusion 
there wasn't a 
damned thing he hadn't seen. Explored. Investigated at 
close range. 


Ray swigged from a bottle, guiding his new car with one 
hand. He 
felt on top of the world. He had this stupendous bird and 
money to 
bum. 


"Don't drink so bloody much," the girl said, taking the 
bottle from 
him. 

Ray giggled, careered across the road and got the car 
under control 
with difficulty. His hand dropped to her thigh, fingers 
working up the 
cool flesh. 


"You can't grope and drive," she admonished. 
"Who says?" he asked, plucking at her knickers. 


She removed his hand and snuggled against his side. 
"Can't we stay 
in a motel tonight?" 


"If that’s what you really want..." 


"It is, Ray - it is! Jeeze, sport - I've always wanted to feel 
completely abandoned. You know how it is in the flickers - 
the bad 
woman getting her good time registered as Mrs Smith or 
something." 

Her fingers toyed with his zipper. "I'd be so bad..." 


She’s a ripe one! Ray thought. A sex maniac all the way 
from Hull. 


"God, Ray - watch what you're doing," the girl yelled, 
frozen now as 
the car slashed across the front of an oncoming truck. 
Slewed up the 
embankment and spun wheels getting back to the right side 
of the 
highway. 


Ray Castle breathed hard. He was feeling the booze. Knew 
he 
Should pull off the road and take a rest. But he wanted to 


reach the 
motel for.. 


"RAY! HHN 


The girl's terror-stricken scream cut through his alcoholic 
fog. He 
sensed the accident about to happen. Fought a momentary 
battle to 
prevent it... 


Lost! 


The last thing he heard was a shattering smash of glass, 
the girl 
moaning, a grinding of metal and then. .. 


Nothing! 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


THE BBC carried the first news and The Globe managed to 
change 
its front page for the final edition. 


LONDON BOUND JET MISSING IN PACIFIC 


Fears mounted today for the safety of passengers aboard 
an 
Australia-London jet missing after an emergency call over 
Indonesia. 


Rescue helicopters are said to be searching a wide area - 
mostly 
tropical jungle - without much hope of finding survivors. 


According to the airport authorities, there are one hundred 
and 
eighty-nine passengers on the flight, most former Britons 
coming back 
home for a holiday. Included in the lists issued by Trans- 
Pacific 
International is Australian mile record-holder John Seares, 
and Welsh 
rugby back, Emlyn Thomas. Also known to be on board is 
Chief Superintendent Matthew Jordan of Scotland Yard who 
was 
escorting the "Skinhead Cop Killer", Joe Hawkins, back to 
prison in 
this country. 


Lottie Newman read the 'paper's account of the missing 
aircraft and 


Suppressed a sob. Although she had wished every horrible 
fate on Joe 
Hawkins, she did not like to think of anybody - even him - 
dying ina 
crash. 

Victor Watson noticed her agitation and asked, "Did you 
know 
somebody on the plane?" 


She shook her head in the negative. Under no 
circumstances would 
she ever admit that Joe was the father of her child. Not now. 
Not any 
time. 


"You're a softie," Victor said, glowingly. "Maybe that's why | 
love 
you so damned much..." He bit his tongue. Tried 
desperately to 
cover his faux pas. 


But Lottie had heard the magical words. "Love me, Victor?" 
"Yes | do!" the man said firmly, no longer afraid. 
"And | love you too," Lottie told him simply. 


Victor felt a lump in his throat. He had not dared believe 
this 
moment would ever come. "Would you... ?" he 
stammered. "Would 
you... ?" 


"Marry you?" 
He nodded. 


"This minute," Lottie gasped. Then, thinking about the 
forms 
they'd have to fill in, she burst out, "I'm not a widow. I've 


never been 
married. Joseph is my son but | was raped..." 


Victor took her hand in his. "I guessed as much. You see," 
and he 
smiled, "you haven't got a picture of your supposed husband 
anywhere.” 


Lottie moaned, dropping her head into his lap. "You could 
legally 
adopt Joseph," she whispered. 

"A pleasure dear..." 


And, in his cot, Joseph turned on to his left side. Small 
hands 
forming fists that burrowed into his sleepy eyes. Feet kicking 
strongly 
at the teddy disturbing his slumber... 


THE END 


